
IMAGE EVALUATION
TEST TARGET (MT-3)

1.0

I.I

IjO ^^
u l&i 12.2

£f Ufi 12.0

u&

IIP IIIJ^ IJ4

^ 6"

/.

^'

7

't^

Hiotogra{diic

Sciences
Corporation

33 WIST MAIN STREET

WEBSTER, N.Y. MS60
(716)«72-4S03



//

*>t<^V
f^
se

I/..

CIHM/ICMH
Microfiche
Series.

CIHIVI/ICIVIH

Collection de
microfiches.

Canadian Institute for Historical MicroreproductiOns / Institut Canadian de microreproductions historiques



Technical and Bibliographic Notes/Notes tachniques at bibliographiquas

Tha Instituta haa attamptad to obtain tha baat

original copy availabia for filming. Faaturaa of thit

copy which may ba bibliu graphically uniqua.

which may altar any of tiie imagaa in tha

raproduction. or which may significantly changa
tha usual mathod of filming, ara chackad balow.

D

D

D

D

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

I I

Covers damaged/
Couve'/ture endommagia

Coders restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restauria at/ou paliiculie

I I

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/
Cartes g^ographiques en couleur

Coloured inl( (i.e. other than blue or blacit)/

Encra de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/

Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material/

Reli6 avac d'autres documents

Tight binding may causa shadows or distortion

along interior margin/
La re liure serrie peut causer de I'ombre ou de la

distortion la long de la marge int^rieure

Blank leaves added during restoration may
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from filming/

II se peut que certaines pages blanches ajout6es

lors d'une restauration apparaissent dans le texte.

mais. lorsque cela 6tait possible, ces pages n'ont

pas 6t6 film6es.

Additional comments:/
Commentaires suppidmentaires:

L'Institut a microfilm^ le meilleur exemplaire
qu'il lui a 6tA possible de se procurer. Les details

de cet exemplaire qui sont peut-Atre uniques du
point de vue bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier
une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une
modification dans la mithoda normale de filmage

sont indiquAs ci-dessous.

Thee
tothi

I I

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommagias

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages rastaurias et/ou peliicul^es

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages dicolor^as. tachet^es ou piqu6es

Pages ddtachdes

Showthrough/
Transparence

Quality of prir

Qualiti in^gaie de I'impression

Includes supplementary matarif

Comprend du materiel suppldmentaira

Only edition available/

Seule Edition disponible

The
possi

of th(

filmin

Origir

begin
the la

sion.

other

first

sion,

or illu

I I

Pages detached/

rVl Showthrough/

I I

Quality of print varies/

I I

Includes supplementary material/

I I

Only edition available/

D

The la

shall (

TINUI
which

Maps,
differi

entire

begini

right I

requiri

methc

Pages wholly or partially obscured by errata

slips, tissues, etc.. have been refilmed to

ensure the best possible image/
Les pages totalement ou partiellement

obscurcies par un feuillet d'errata. une pelure,

etc., ont dti fiimdes d nouveau de fa^on d

obtenir la meilieure image possible.

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est film6 au taux de reduction indiquA ci-dessous.

10X 14X 18X 22X 26X XX

I
12X 16X 20X 24X 28X 32X



plaire

as details

iques du
nt modifier
xiger una
de fiimage

The copy filmed here has been reproduced thank*
to the generosity of:

National Library of Canada

The images appearing here are the best quality

possible considering the condition and legibility

of the original copy and in keeping with the
filming contract specifications.

L'exemplaire film* fut reproduit grAce h la

g6n4rositA de:

Bibliothdque nationale du Canada

Las images suivantes ont it6 reproduites avec le

plus grand soin, compte tenu de la condition at

de la nettetA de I'exempiaire film6. et en
conformity avec les conditions du contrat de
filmaga.

d/
quies

Original copies in printed paper covers are filmed

beginning with the front cover and ending on
the last page with a printed or illustrated impres-

sion, or the back cover when appropriate. All

other original copies are filmed beginning on the

first page with a printed or illustrated impres-

sion, and ending on the last page with a printed

or illustrated impression.

Les exemplaires originaux dont la couverture en
papier est imprim^e sont fiimis en commen^ant
par le premier plat et en terminant soit par la

derniAre page qui comporte une empreinte
d'impression ou d'iiiustration, soit par ie second
plat, salon le jas. Tous les autres exemplaires
originaux sont filmAs en commen^ant par la

premiere page qui comporte une empreinte
d'impression ou d'iiiustration et en terminant par
la derniAre page qui comporte une telle

empreinte.

The last recorded frame on each microfiche

shall contain the symbol -^ (meaning "CON-
TINUED"), or the symbol V (meaning "END"),
whichever applies.

Un des symboles suivants apparaltra sur ia

derniAre image de cheque microfiche, selon le

cas: le symbols — signifie "A SUIVRE", le

symbols signifie "FIN".

aire

Maps, plates, charts, etc., rray be filmed at

different reduction ratios. Those too large to be
entirely included in one exposure are filmed

beginning in the upper left hand corner, left to

right and top to bottom, as many frames as

required. The following diagrams illustrate the

method:

Les cartes, planches, tableaux, etc., peuvent Atre

filmte A des taux de reduction diffArents.

Lorsque le document est trop grand pour Atre

reproduit en un seul clichA, il est filmA A partir

de I'angle supArieur gauche, de gauche A droite.

et de haut en bas, en prenant le nombre
d'images nAcessaire. Les diagrammes suivants

illustrent la mAthode.

by errata

ned to

lent

une peiure,

fa9on A

1 2 3

32X

1 2 3

4 5 6





THE

GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE.

ANTHONY TROLLOPE,

Author of "He Knew he was Right," "The Vicar of

BULLHAMPTON," " PhINEAS FiNN," ETC. «

^ ymOU

'^/^l

TORONTO

:

Hunter, Rose & Coi

1872.



Entered ac('oi(tin(r to the Act of the Parliament of Canada, in the year one thousand

tlyht hundred and seventy-two, by Hi'ntkr, Robk & Co., in the office of the

Ministor of Afcvicnltiire.

*V

.«

forcnto ;

HtJNTKR, KosF, & Co.,

Pri^«tkr».



THE

GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE.

in the year one thoiwand

Co., in the office of the

CHAPTER I.

x^tP among the Vosges mountains in Lorraine, but just

(tlJ) outside the old half-German province of Alsace, about
GcT thirty miles distant from the new and thoroughly

French baths of Plombi^res, there lies the village of Granpere.

Whatever may be said or thought here in England of the late

imperial rule in France, it must at any rate be admitted that

good roads were made under the Empire. Alsace, which
twenty years ago seems to have been somewhat behindhand in

this respect, received her full share of Napoleon's attention,

and Granpere is now placed on an excellent road which runs

from the tcwn of Remiremont on one line of railway, to Colmar
on another. The inhabitants of the Alsatian Ballon hills and
the open valleys among them, seem to think that the civiliza-

tion of great cities has been brought near enough to them, as

there is already a diligence running daily from Granpere to

Remiremont ;—and at Remiremont you are on the railway,

and, of course, in the middle of everything.

And indeed an observant traveller will be led to think that

a great deal of what may most truly be called civilization, has

found its way in among the Ballons, whether it travelled thither

by the new-fangled railways and imperial routes, or found its

passage along the valley streams before imperial favours hadbeen
showered upon the district. We are told that when Pastor

Oberlin was appointed to his cure as Protestant clergyman in

f1
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the Ban dela Roche a little more than one hundred years ago

—

that was, in 1707—this region was densely dark and far behind

in t\w world's running as regards all progress. The p'^ople

were ignorant, poor, half-starved, almost savage, destitute of

communication, and unable to produce from their own soil

enough food for their own sustenance. Of manufacturing enter-

j)rise tlicy iniderstood nothing, and were only just far enough
advanc(;d in knowledge for the Protestants to hate the Catho-

lics, and the Catholics to hate the Protestants, Then came
that wonderful cl(!rgyman. Pastor Oberlin—he was indeed a

wonderful clergyman-—and m.ade a great change. Since that

there iiave been the two empires, ?nd Alsace has looked up in the

world. Whether the thanks of the people are more honestly

due to Oberlin or to the late Emperor, the author of this little

story will not pretend to say ; but he will venture to express

his opinion that at present the rural Alsatians are a happy,
prosperous people, with the burden on their shoulders of but

few paupers, and fewer gentlemen—apparently a contented

people, not ambitious, given but little to politics. Protestants,

and Catholics mingled without hatred or fanaticism, educated,

though not learned,, industrious, though not energetic, quiet

and peaceful, making linen and cheese, growing potatoes, im-

porting corn, coming into the Avorld, manying, begetting

children, and dying in the wholesome homespun fashion which

is so sweet to us in that mood of philosophy which teacher us

to love the country and to despise the town. Whether it be bet-

ter for a people to achieve an even level of prosperity, which is

shared by all, but which makes none eminent, or to encounter

those rough, ambitious, competitive strengths which produce

both palaces and poorhouses, shall not be matter of argument

here ; but the teller of this story is disposed to think that the

chance traveller as long as he tarries at Granpere, will insensi-

bly ai\d perhaps unconsciously become an advocate of the for-

mer doctrine ; he will be struck by the comfort which he sees

around him, and for a while will dispense with wealth, luxury,

scholarships, and fashion. Whether the inhabitants of these

hills and valleys will advance to further progress now that they

are again to become German, is another question, which the

writer will not attempt to answer here.

Granpere in itself is a very pleasing village. Though the
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amount of population and number of houses do not suffice to

make it more than a village, it covers so large a space of

ground as almost to give it a claim to town honours. It is

perhaps a full mile in length ; and though it has but one street,

there are buildings standing here and tluu-e, back from the

line, which make it seem to stretch beyond tlie narrow H)I1-

fines of a single thoroughfare. In most Frencli villages

some of the houses are high and spacious, but here tliey swm
almost all to be so. And many of them have been constructed

after that independent fashion which always gives to a house

in a street a character ami importance of its own. They ilo

not stand in a simple line, each supported by the strengtii of

its neighbour, but occupy their own ground, facing this way or

that as each may please, presenting here a corner to the main
street, and there an end. There are little gard«^ns, and big

stables, and commodious barns ; and ju'riodical paiut witli

annual whitewash is not wanting. The unstinted slates siiiut!

copiously under tlie sun, and over almost every other door
there is a large letteretl board which indicates that the resident

within is a dealer in the linen which is produced throughout

the country. All these things together give to Granpen; an

air of prosperity and comfort which is not at all checked by
the fact that there is in the place no mansion which we Eng
lishmen would call the gentleman's house, nothing approach-

ing to the ascendancy of a parish squire, no baron's castle, no

manorial hall—not even a chateau to overshadow the modest
roofs of the dealers in the linen of the Vosges.

And the scenery round Granpen^ is very pleasant, though
the neighbouring hills never rise to the magnificence of moun-
tains or produce that grandeur which tourists desire when they

travel in search of the beauties of nature. It is a spot to love

if you know it well, rather than to visit with hopes raist^d high,

and to leave with vivid impressions. There is water in

abundance ;—a pretty lake lying at the feet of sloping hills,

rivulets running down from the high upper lands and turning

many a modest wheel in their course, a waterfall or two here

and there, and a so-called mountain summit within jrn easy dis-

tance, from whence th , sun may be seen to rise among the

Swiss mountains ;—and distant perhaps three miles from the

village the main river which runs down the valhiy makes
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for itself a wild ravine, just where the bridge on the new road

to Miinster crosses the water, and helps to excuse the people of

Granpere for claiming for themselves a great object of natural

attraction. The bridge and the river and the ravine are very

pretty, and perhaps justify all that the villagers say of them
when they sing to travellers the praises of their country.

Whether it be the sale of linen that has produced the largo

inn at Granpere, or the delicious air of the place, or the ravine

and the bridge, matters little to our story ; but the fact of the

inn matters very much. There it is—a roomy, commodious
building, not easily intelligible to a stranger, with its widely

distributed parts, standing like an inverted V, with its open
side towards the main road. On the ground-floor on one side

are the large stables and coach-house, with a billiard-room and
caf6 over them, and a long balcony which nms round the build-

ing ; and on the other side there are kitchens and drinking-

rooms, and over these the chamber for meals and the bedrooms.

All large, airy, and clean, though, perhaps, not excellently well

finished in their construction, and furnished with but little pre-

tence to French luxury. And behind the inn there are gardens,

by no means trim, and a dusty summer-house, which serves,

however, for the smoking of a cigar ; and there is generally

space and plenty and goodwill. Either the linen, or the air,

or the ravine, or, as is more probable, the three combined,

have produced a business, so that the landlord of the Lion d'Or

at Granpere is a thriving man.

The reader shall at once be introduced to the landlord, and
informed at the same time that, in so far as he may be inter-

ested in this story, he will have to take up his abode at the

Lion d'Or till it be concluded ; not as a guest staying loosely

at his inn, but as oTie who is concerned with all the innermost

affairs of the household. He will not simply eat his plate of

soup, and drink his glass of wine, and pass on, knowing and
caring more for the servant than for the servant's master, but

he must content himself to sit at the landlord's table, to con-

verse very frequently with the landlord's wife, and to become
very intimate with the landlord's son—whether on loving or

unloving terms shall be left entirely to himself—and to throw
himself, with the sympathy of old friendship, into all the

troubles and all the joys of the landlord's niece. If the reader
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be one who cannot take such a journey, and i)a8s a month or

two without the .society of persons wlioni he wouM define as

ladies and gentlemen, he had better bo warned at once, and
move on, not setting foot within the Lion d'Or at (Jranpere.

Michel Voss, the landlord, in piirson was at the time a tall,

stout, active, and very handsome man, about fifty years of age.

As his son was alrtuidy twenty live—and was known to be so

throughout the commune—people were sure that Michel Voss

was fifty or thereabouts ; but there was very little in his ap-

pearance to indicate so many years. lie was fat and burly to

be sure ; but then he was not fat to lethargy, or burly with

any sign of slowness. There was still the spring of youth in

his footstep, and when there was some weight to be lifted,

some heavy timber to be thrust here or there, some huge lum-

bering vehicle to be hoisted in or out, there was no arm about

the T)lace so strong as that of the master. His short, dark,

curly hair—that was always kept clipped round his head—was
beginning to show a tinge of grey, but the huge moustache on
his upper lip was still of a thorough brown, as was also the

small morsel of beard which he wore upon his chin. He had
bright, sharp, bi -wn eyes, a nose slightly beaked, and a large

mouth. He wa.^ >' the whole a man of good temper, just

with all, and oi lo loved those who belonged to him ; but

he chose to be iii.io in his own house, and was apt to think

that his superior years enabled him to know what younger
people wanted better than they would know themselves. He
was loved in his house and respected in his village ; but there was
something in the beak of his nose and the brightness of his eye

which was apt to make those around him afraid of him. And
indeed Michel Voss could lose his temper and become an angry
man.

Our landlord had been twice married. By his first wife he
had now living a single son, George Voss, who at the time of

our tale had already reached his twenty-fifth year. George,

however, did not at this time live under his father's roof, hav-

ing taken service for a time with the landlady of another inn

at Colmar. George Voss was known to be a clever young man
;

many in those parts declared that he was much more so than
his father ; and when he became clerk at the Poste in Colmar,
and after a year or two had taken into his hands almost the
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cntiro mana^omont of tliat houso—^so that pooplo hogan to say

tliat ol<l-laHliioiu'(l ami wp'tclu'd as it was, money mij^lit still bo

inatl(! tluTO — people hej^aii tp say .als«) that Michel V^osh had
Immmi wronjij to allow his son to leave Granpere. Hut in truth

there ha«l b(»en a few words between the father and the son
;

antl the two were so like each other that the father found it

difficult to rule, and the son f()un<l it difficult to hv rlu id.

(Jeorge Voss was very likc^ his father, with this difference, as

he wjis oft<'n told by the old folk about (rranpere, that he would
never fill his father's sho(!S. He was a smaller man, K^ss tall by

a couple of inches, l(!ss bro.id in proportion across the shoulders,

whose arm would never be so strong, whose leg would never

grace a tight stocking with so full a development. But he had
the same eye, bright and brown and very rpiick, the same
mouth, the sam(i aquiline nose, the same broad forehead and
well-shaped chin, a!id the same look in his face which made
men know as by instinct that he would sooner command than

ob(!y. So there had come to be a few words, ami (Jeorge Voss

had gone away to the house of a cousin of his mother's, and had

taken to commanding there.

Not that there had been any quarrel between the father and
the son ; nor indeed that Georges was aware that he had been

in the least disobedient to his parent. There was no recognised

ambition for rule in the breasts of either of them. It was sim-

ply this, that their tempers were alike ; and when on an occa-

sion Michel told his son that he would not allow a certain

piece of folly which the son was, as he thought, likely to com-
mit, George <lcclare(l that he would soon set ^hat matter right

by leaving Granpere. Accordingly he did leave Granpere, and
became the right hand, and indeed the head, and backbone,

and best leg of his old cousin Madame Faragon of the Poste at

Colmar. Now the matter on which these few words occurred

was a question of love—whether George Voss should fall in

love with and marry his step-mother's niece Marie Bromar.

But before anything further can be said of these few words,

Madame Voss and her niece must be introduced to the reader.

Madame Voss was nearly twenty years younger than her

husband, and had now been a wife some five or six years. She
had been brought from Epinal, where she had lived with a mar-

ried sister, a widow, much older than herself—in parting from

wh
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wliom on lior miirria^e thero had b«M;n uwuh trilmluticm.

" Should ;uiytliing happen to Mario," slio had said to MiclicI

Voss, before she f^ave him lier troth, "you will l.'t Minnie
Bromar coint; to me 1" Michel Voss who was then hotly in

love with his hoped-for bride— hotly in love in spitt^ of his

four-and forty years—gave the reipiired promise. The said

" something " which had been susjx'cted had happened.

Madame liromar had died, and Miniiie liromar her daugiiter

—

or Marie as she was always afterwards called—had at once been

taken into the house at (Jranpen;. Michel never thought twice

about it when lu^ was reminded of his promise. " If I hadn't

promised at all, she should come the same," he said. *' The
house is big (enough for a dozen more yet." In saying this he

perhaps alhnhMl to a little baby that then lay in a cradle in his

wife's room, ))y means of which at that time Madame Voss wjis

able to make her big husband do pretty nearly anything that

she pleased. So Marie Bromar, then just fifc^ten years of age,

was brought over from Epinal to (yranpere, and the hyuse cer-

tainly was not felt to be too small because she was there.

Mario .soon learned the ways and wisluis of her burly, S(»ft-

hearted uncle ; would fill his pipe for him, and hand him his

soup, and bring his slippers, and put her soft arm round his

neck, and became a favourite. Sh(^ was only a child when .she

came, and Michel thought that it was wry j)leasant ; but in five

years' time she was a woman, and Michel was forced to reflect

that it would not be well that there should be another marriage

and another family ill the house while he was .so young
himself. There was at this time a third baby in the cradle

—

and then Marie Bromar had not a franc of dot. Marie was
the sweetest eldest daughter in the world, but he could

not think it right that his son should marry a wife b(;fon^ Ik;

had done a stroke for himself in the world. Prudence made
it absolutely necessary that ho should say a word to his son.

Madame Voss was certainly nearly twenty years younger
than her husband, and yet the pair did not look to be ill-sorttid.

Michel was so handsome, strong, and hale ; and Madame Voss,

though she was a comely woman—thougli when she was
brought home a bride to Granpere the neighbours had all de-

clared that she was very handsome—carried with her a look of

more years than she really possessed. She had borne many of
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a woman's cares, and had known much of woman's sorrows
before she had become wife to Michel Voss ; and then when the
babes came, and she had settled down as mistress of that large

household, and taught herself to regard George Voss and Marie
Bromar almost as her own children, all idea that she was much
younger than her husband departed from her. She was a wo-
man who desired to excel her husband in nothing—if only she
might be considered to be in some things his equal. There
was no feeling in the village that Michel Voss had brought
home a young wife and had made a fool of himself Ho
was a man entitled to have a wife much younger than himself

Madame Voss in those days always wore a white cap, and a
dark stuflf gown which was changed on Sundays for one of black
silk, and brown mittens on her hands, and she went about the
house in soft carpet shoes. She was a conscientious, useful,

but not an enterprising woman ; loving her husband much aad
fearing him somewhat ; liking to have her own way in certain

sraall matters, but willing to be led in other things so long as

those wA-e surrendered to her ; careful with her children, the
care of whom seemed to deprive her of the power of caring

for the business of the inn; kind to her nier?, good-humoured
in her house, and satisfied with the world ul large as long as

she might always be allowed to entertain M. le Cur6 at dinner

on Sundays. Michel Voss, Protestant though he was, had not

the slightest objection to giving M. le Cur6 his Sunday dinner,

on condition that M. le Cur6 on these occasions would confine

his conversation to open subjects. M. le Cur6 was quite willing

to eat his dinner and give no offence.

A word too must be said of Marie Bromar before we begin

our story. Marie Bromar is the heroine of this little tale
;

and the reader must be made to have some idea of her as she

would have appeared before him had he seen her standing near

her uncle in the long room up stairs of the hotel at Granpere.

Marie had been fifteen when she was brought fronuEpinal to

Granpere, and had then been a child ; but she had now reached

her twentieth birthday, and was a woman. She was not above

the middle height, and might seem to be less indeed in that

house because her aunt and her uncle were tall ; but she was
straight, well made, and very active. She was strong and liked

to use her strength, and was very keen about all the work of

th
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the house. During the five years of her residence at Granpere,

she h I thoroughly learned the mysteries of her uncle's trade.

She knew good wine from bad by the perfume ; she knew
whether bread was the full weight by the touch ; with a glance

of her eye she could tell whether the cheese and butter were
what they ought to be ; in a matter of poultry no woman in

all the commune could take her in ; she was great in judging
eggs ; knew well the quality of linen ; and was even able to

calculate how long the hay should last, and what should be the

consumption of corn in the stables. Michel Voss was well

aware before Marie had been a year beneath his roof that she

well earned the morsel she ate and the drop she drank ; and
when she had been there five years he was ready to swear that

she was the cleverest girl in Lorraine or Alsace. And she was
very pretty, with rich brown hair that would not allow itself

to be brushed out of its crisp half curls in front, and which she

always wore cut short behind, curling round her straight, well-

formed neck. Her eyes were grey, with a strong shade indeed

of green, but were very bright and pleasant, full of intelligence,

telling stories by their glances of ker whole inward disposition,

of her activity, quickness, and desire to have a hand in every-

thing that was being done. Her father, Jean Bromar, had
come from the same stock with Michel Voss, and she, too, had
something of that aquiline nose which gave to the inn-keeper

and his son the look which made men dislike to contradict

them. Her mouth was large, but her teeth were very white

and perfect, and her smile was the sweetest thing that ever

was seen. Marie Bromar was a pretty girl, and George Voss,

had he lived so near to her and not have fallen in love with her

must have been cold indeed.

At the end of these five years Marit had become a woman,
and was known by all around her to be a woman much strong-

er, both in person and in purpose, than her aunt ; but she

maintained, almost unconsciously, many of the ways in the

house which she had assumed when she first entered it. Then
she had always been on foot, to be everybody's ,messenger

—

and so she was now. When her uncle and aunt were at their

meals she was always up and about—attending them, attend-

ing the public guests, attending the whole house. And it

seemed as though she herself never sat down to eat or drink.
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Indeed it was rare enough to find her seated at all. She would
have a cup of coffee standing up at the little desk near the

public window when she kept her books, or would take a mor-

sel of meat as she helped to remove the dishes. She would
stand sometimes for a minute leaning on the back of her uncle's

chair as he sat at his supper, and would say, when he bade
her to take her chair and eat with th*^m, that she preferred

picking and stealing. In all things she worshipped her uncle,

observing his movements, caring for his wants, and carrying

out his plans. She did not worship her aunt, but she so served

Madame Voss that had she been withdrawn from the house-

hold Madame Voss would have found herself altogether unable

to provide for its wants. Thus Marie Bromar had become the

guardian angel of the Lion d'Or at Granpere.

There must be a word or two more said of the difference be-

tween George Voss and his father whicli had ended in sending

George to Colmar ; a word or two about that, and a word also

of what occurred between George and Marie. Then we shall

be able to commence our story without further reference to

things past. As Micnel Voss Vas a just, affectionate, and intel-

ligent man, he would not probably have objected to a marriage

between the two young people, had the proposition for such a
marriage been first submitted to him, with a proper amount of

attention to his judgment and controlling power. But the idea

was introduced to him in a manner which taught him to think

that there was to be a clandestine love affair. To him George
was still a boy, and Marie not much more than a child, and

—

without much thinking—he felt that the thing was improper.
" I won't have it, George," he had said.

" Won't have what, father?"
" Never mind. You know. If you can't get over.it in any

other way, you had better go away. You must do something
for yourself before you think of marrying."

"I am not thinking of marrying."
" Then what were you thinking of when I saw you with

Marie ? I won't have it for her sake, and I won't have it for

mine, and I won't have it for your own. You had better go
away for a while."

" I will go away to-morrow if you wish it, father." Michel
had turned away, not saying another word ; and on the follow-
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ing day George did go away, hardly waiting an hour to set in

order his part of his father's business. For it must be known
that George had not been an idler in his father's establishment.

There was a trade of wood-cutting upon the mountain side, with

a saw-mill turned by water beneath, over which George had
presided almost since he had left the school of the commune.
When his father told him that he was bound to do something
before he got married, ho could not have intended to accuse

him of having been hitherto idle. Of the wood-cutting and
the saw-mill George knew as much as Marie did of the poultry

and the linen. Michel was wrong, probably, in his attempt to

separate them. The house was large enough, or if not, there

was still room for another house to be built in Granpere. They
would have done well as man and wife. But then the head
of a household naturally objects to seeing the boys and girls

belonging to him making love under his nose without an)' refer-

ence to his opinion. " Things were not made so easy for me,"

he says to himself, and feels it to be a sort of duty to take care

that the course of love shall not run altogether smooth. George,

no doubt, was too abrupt with his father ; or perhaps it might
be the case that he was not sorry to take an opportunity of

leaving for a while Granpere and Marie Bromar. It might be
well to see the world ; and though Marie Bromar was bright

and pretty, it might be that there were others abroad brighter

and prettier.

His father had spoken to him on one fine September after-

noon, and within an hour George was with the men who were
stripping bark from the great pine logs up on the side of

the mountain. Witli them, and with two or three others

who were engaged at the saw-mills, he remained till the

night was dark. Then he came down and told something of

his intentions to his step-mother. He was going to Colmar
on the morrow with a horse and a small cart, and would take

with him what clothes he had ready. He did not speak to

Marie that night, but he said something to his father about

the timber and the mill. Gasper Muntz, the head woodsman,
knew, he said, all about the business. Gasper could carry on
the work till it would suit Michel Voss himself to see how
things were going on. Michel Voss was sore and angry, but he

said nothing. He sent to his son a couple of hundred francs
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by his wife, but said no word of explanation even to her. On
the following morning George war. off without seeing his

father.

But Marie was up to give him his breakfast. " What is the

meaning of this, George V she said.

" Father says that I shall be better away from this—so I am
going away.''

•* And why will you be better away '?" To this George made
no answer. " It will be terrible if you quarrel with your father.

Nothing can be so bad as that."

" We have not quarrelled, that is to say, I have not quarrel-

led with him. If he quarrels with me, I cannot help it."

" It must be helped," said Marie, as she placed before him a

mess of eggs which she had cooked for him with her own
hands. " I would sooner die than see anything wrong between

you two." Then there was a pause. " Is it about me, George ?"

she asked boldly.

" Father thinks that I love you :—so I do."

Marie paused for a few minutes before she said anything fur-

ther. She was standing very near to George, who was eating his

breakfast heartily in spite of the interesting nature of the con-

versation. As she filled his cup a second time, she spoke again.

" I will never do anything, George, if I can help it, to dis-

please my uncle."
" But why should it displease him ? He wants to have his

own way in everything."
" Of course he does."
" He has told me to go ;—and I'll go. I've worked for him

as no other man would work, and have never said a word about

a share in the business ;—and never would."
" Is it not all for yourself, George V
" And why shouldn't you and I be married if we like it ?"

'•' I will never like it," said she solemnly, " if uncle dislikes

it."

" Very well," said George. " There is the horse ready, and
now I'm oflF."

So he went, starting just as the day was dawning, and no
one saw him on that morning except Marie Bromar. As soon

as he was gone she went up to her little room, and sat herself

down on her bedside. She knew that she loved him, and had
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been told that she was beloved. She knew that she could not

lose him without suffering terribly ; and now she almost feared

that it would be necessary that she should lose him. His manner
had not been tender to her. He had indeed said that he loved

her, but there had been nothing of the tenderness of love in his

mode of saying so ;—and then he had said no word of persist-

ency in the teeth of his father's objection. She had declared

—thoroughly purposing that her declaration should be true

—

that she would never become his wife in opposition to her

uncle's wishes ; but he, had he been in earnest, might have
said sometiilnpf of his readiness to attempt, at least, to over-

come his father's objection. But he had said not a word, and
Marie as she sat upon her bed, made up her mind that it must
be all over. But she made up her mind also that she would
entertain no feeling of anger against her unci* . She owed him
everything ;—so she thought, making no account, as George
had done, of labour given in return. She was only a girl, and
what was her labour 1 For a while she resolved that she would
give a spoken assurance to her uncle that he need fear nothing

from her. It was natural enough to her that her uncle should

desire a better marriage for his son. But after a while she re-

flected that any speech from her on such a subject would be
difficult, and that it would be better that she should hold her

tongue. So she held her tongue and thought of George, and
suffered ;—but still was merry, at least in manner, when her

uncle spoke to her, and priced the poultry, and counted the

linen, and made out the visitors' bills as though nothing evil

had come upon her. She was a gallant girl, and Mi^licl Voss,

though he could not speak of it, understood her gallantry and
made notes of it on the note-book of his heart.

In the meantime George Voss was thriving at Colmar—as

the Vosses did thrive wherever they settled themselves. But
he sent no word to his father—nor did his father send word to

him—though they were not more than ten leagues apart. Once
Madame Voss went over to see him, and brought back word of

his well-doing.
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CHAPTER II.

^^^^ XACTLY at eight o'clock every evening a loud bell was

2lj2i
sounded in the hotel of the Lion d'Or at Granpere,

Cri:^ and all within the house sat down together to supper.

The supper was spread on a long table in the saloon up stairs,

and the room was lighted with camphine lamps—for as yet gas

had not found its way to Granpere. At this meal assembled

not only the guests in the house and the members of the family

of the landlord—but also many persons living in the village

whom it suited to take, at a certain price per month, the chief

meal of the day, at the house of the innkeeper, instead of eat-

ing in their own houses a more costly, a less dainty, and pro-

bably a lonely supper. Therefore when the bell was heard

there came together some dozen residents of Granpere, mostly

young men engaged in the linen trade, from their different lodg-

ings, and each took his accustomed seat down the sidesofthelong

board, at which, tied in a knot, was placed his own napkin.

At the top of the table was the place of Madame Voss, which
she never failed to fill exactly three minutes after the bell had
been rung. At her right hand w ^ the chair of the master of the

house—never occupied by any one else ;—but it would often

happen that some business would keep him away. Since

George had left him he had taken the timber into his own
hands, and was accustomed to think and sometimes to say that

the necessity was cruel on him. Below his chair and on the

other side of Madame Voss there wouFd generally be two or

three places kept for guests who might be specially looked upon
as the intimate friends of the mistress of the house ; and at the

farther end of the table, close to the window, was the space

allotted to travellers. Here the napkins were not tied in

knots, but were always clean. And, though the little plates of

radishes, cakes, and dried fruits were continued from one of

the tables to the other, the long-necked thin bottles of common
wine came to an end before they reached the strangers' portion

of the board ; for it had been found that strangers would tuko
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at that hour either tea or a better kind of wine than that which
Michel Voss iiiave to his accustomed guests without any special

charge. When, however, the stranger should please to take the
common wine, he was by no means thereby prejudiced in the
eyes of Madame Voss or her husband. Michel Voss liked a
profit, but he liked the habits of his country almost as well.

One evening in September, about twelve months after the
departure of George, Madame Voss took her seat at the table,

and the young men of the place, who had been waiting round
the door of the hotel for a few minutes, followed her into the
room. And there was M. Goudin, the Cure, with another
young clergyman, his friend. On Sundays the Cur6 always
dined at the hotel at half-past twelve o'clock, as the friend of
the family ; but for his suppt^r he paid, as did the other guests.

I rather fancy that on week days he had no particular dinner

;

and indeed there was no such formal meal given in the house
of Michel Voss on week days. There was something put on the
table about noon in the little room between the kitchen and the
public window ; but except on Sundays it could hardly be called

a dinner. On Sundays a real dinner was served in the room
up stairs, with soup, and removes, and entrees and the rati, all

in the right place—which showed that they knew what a din-

nir was at the Lion d'Or ;—but, throughout the week, supper
was the meal of the day. After M. Goudin, on this occasion,

there came two maiden ladies from Epinal who were lodging at

Granpere for change of air. They seated themselves near to

Madame Voss, but still leaving a place or two vacant. And
presently at the bottom of the table there came an Englishman
and his wife, who were travelling through the country ; and so

the table was made up. A lad of about fifteen who was known
in Granpere as the waiter at the Lion d'Or looked after the two
strangers and the young men, and Marie Bromar, who herself

had arranged the board, stood at the top of the room, by a

second table, and dispensed the soup. It was pleasant to watch
her eyes, as she marked the moment when the dispensing should
begin, and counted her guests, tlioughtful as to the sufficiency

of the dishos to come ; and noticed that Edmond Griesse had
sat down with such dirty hands that she must bid her uncle

warn the lad ; and observed that the more elderly of the two
ladies from Epinal had bread too hard to suit her—which
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would be changed as soon as the soup had been dispensed. She
looked round, and even while dispensing saw everything. It

was suggested in the last chapter that another house might
have been built in Granpere, and that George Voss might have
gone there, taking Marie as his bride ; but the Lion d'Or would
sorely have missed those quick and careful eyes.

Then, when that dispensing of the soup was concluded,

Michel entered the room bringing with hi in a young man. The
young man had evidently been expected ; for when he took
the place close at the left hand of Madame Voss, she simply

bowed to him, saying some word of courtesy as Michel took

his place on the other side. Theii Marie dispensed two more
portions of soup, and leaving one on the farther table for the

boy to serve, though she could well have brought the two,

waited herself upon her uncle. " And is Urmand to have no

soup V said Michel Voss, as he took his niece lovingly by the

hand. ** Peter is bringing it," said Marie. And in a moment
or two Peter the waiter did bring the young man his soup.

" And will not Mademoiselle Mjirie sit down with us ]" said

the young man.
" If you can make her, you have more influence than I," said

Michel. " Marie never sits, and never eats, and never drinks."

She was standing now close behind her uncle with both her

hands upon his head ; and she would often stand so after the

supper was commenced, only moving to attend upon him, or to

supplement the services of Peter and the maid-servant when
she perceived that they were becoming for a time inadequate

to their duties. She answered her uncle now by gently pulling

his ears, but she said nothing.

"Sit down with us, Marie, to oblige me," said Madame
Voss.

" I had rather not aunt. It is foolish to sit at supper and

not eat. I have taken my supper already." Then she moved
away and hovered round the two strangers at the end of the

room.

After supper Michel Voss and the young man—Adrian

Urmand by name—lit their cigars and seated themselves on a

bench outside the front door. " Have you never said a word

to her ?" said Michel.

"Well;—a word; yes." after
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" But you have not asked her
; you know what I mean

;—asked her whether she could love you."
" Well—yes. I have said as much as that, but I have never

got an answer. And when I did ask her, she merely left me.
She is not much given to talking."

" She will not make the worse wife, my friend, because she

is not much given to such talking as that. When she is out with

me on a Sunday afternoon she has chat enough. By St. James,
she'll talk for two hours Mdthout stopping when I'm so out of

'reath with the hill that I haven't a word."
'' 1 don't doubt she can talk."

" That she can ;—and manage a house better than any girl I

ever saw. You ask her aunt.
" I know what her aunt thinks of her. Madame Voss says

that neither you nor she can afford to part with her."

Michel Voss was silent for a moment. It was dusk, and no
one could see him as he brushed a tear from each eye with the

back of hand. " I'll tell you what, Urmand—it will break my
heart to lose her. Do you see how she comes to me and com-
forts me 1 But if it broke my lieart, and broke the house too,

I would not keep her here. It isn't fit. If you like her, and
she can like you, it will be a good match for her. You have my
leave to ask her. She brought nothing here, but she has been
a good girl, a very good girl, and she shall not leave the house

empty-handed."

Adrian Urmand was a linen buyer from Basle, and was
known to have a good share in a good busmess. He was a

handsome young man too, though rather small, and perhaps a

little too apt to wear rings on his fingers and to show jewellery

on his shirt front and about his waistcoat. So at least said

some of the young people of Granpere, where rings and gold

studs are not so common as they are at Basle. But he was one
who understood his business and did not neglect it ; he had
money too; and was therefore such a young man as Michel

Vosj felt that he might give his niece to him without danger,

if he and she could manage to like each other sufficiently. As
to Urmand's liking there was no doubt. Urmand was ready

enough.
" I will see if she will speak to me just now," said Urmand

after a pause.



18 THK O0LDE>r LION OF ORANPKRK,

i

"

|i i I

!i1i

"Shall her aunt try it, or shall I do it?" said Michel.

But Adrian Urmand thought that i)art of the pleasure of

love lay in ^he making of it liimsolf So he declined the inn-

keeper' jj at any rate for the present occasion. " Perhaps,"

said he, " Madame Voss will say a word for me after I have
ppoken for myself."'

•* So let it be," said the landlord. And then they finished

their cigars in silence.

It was in vain that Adrian Urmand tri(xl thatnight to obtain

audience from Marie. Marie, as though she well knew what was
wanted of her and was determined to thwart her lover, would

not allow herself to be found alone for a moment. When
Adrian presented himself at the window of her little bar he

found that Peter was with her, and she managed to keep Peter

with her till Adrian was gone. And again when he hoped

to find her alone for a few moments after the work of the day
was over in the small parlour where she was accustomed to sit

for some half hour before she would go up to her room, he was
again disappointed. She was already up stairs with her aunt

and the children, and all Michel Voss's good nature in keeping

out of the way was of no avail.

But Urmand was determined not to be beaten. He intended

to return to Basle on the next day but one, and desired to put

this matter a little in forwardness before he took his departure.

On the following morning he had various appointments to keep

with countrymen and their wives who sold linen to him, but he

was quick over hi8\)usiness and managed to get back to the inn

early in the afternoon. From six till eight he well knew that

Marie would allow nothing to impede her in the grand work of

preparing for supper ; but at four o'clock she would certainly

be sitting somewhere about the house with her needle in her

hand. At four o'clock he found her, not with her needle in her

hand, but, better still, perfectly idle. She was standing at an

open window, looking out upon the garden as he came behind

her, standing motionless w;ith both hands on the sill of the win-

dow, thinking deeply of something that filled her mind. It

might be that she was thinking of him.
'• 1 have done with my customers now, and I shall be off to

Basle to-morrow," said he, as soon as she had looked round at

the sound of his footsteps and perceived that he was close to her.
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" I hope you have bou;^ht your goods well, M. Urmand."
'* Ah! for the matt<*r of tliat the time for buying things well

is clean gone. One used to l)e abb; to buy well ; but then^ is

not an old woman now in Alsace who doesn't know as well as

I do, or better, what linen is worth in R«'rne or Paris. They
expect to get n<?arly as much for it here at CJranpere."

"They work hard, M. Urmand, and things are «learer than

they were. It is well that they should get a price for their

labour."

"A price, yes :—but how is a man to buy without a profit I

They think that I come hi.'re for their sak(»s—merely to bring the

market to their doors." Tiien he began to nnnember that he

had no special object in discussing the circumstances of his

trade with Marie Bromar, and that he had a special object in

another direction. But how to turn the subject was now a dif

ficulty.

" I am sure you do not buy without a profit," said Marie
Bromar, when she found that he was silent, " And then the

poor people who have to pay so dear for everything !" She was
making a violent attempt to keep him on the ground of his cus-

tomers and his purchases.
" There was another thing that I wanteil to say to you, Marie,"

he began at last abruptly.

"Another thing !" said Marie, knowing that the hour had come.
" Yes ;—another thing. I dare say you know what it is. I

need not tell you now that I love you, need I, Marie ? You
know as well as I do what I think of you."

" No, I don't," said Marie, not intending to encourage him
to tell her, but simply saying that which came easiest to her at

the moment.
" I think this—that if you will consent to be my wife, I shall

be a very happy man. That is all. Everybody knows how
pretty you are, and how good, and how clever ; but I do not

think that anybody loves you better than I do. Can you say that

you will love me, Marie ] Your uncle approves of it—and your

aunt." He had now come quite close to her, and having placed

his hand behind her back, was winding his arm round her

waist.
" I will not have you do that, M. Urmand," slie said, escaping

from his embr^es.
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" But that is no answrer. Can you love me, Marie 1"

" No," she said, hardly whispering the word between her

teeth.

" And is that to be all I"

" What more can I say ?"

" But your uncle wishes it, and your aunt. Dear Marie, can

you not try to love me 1"

" I know they wish it. It is easy enough for a girl to see

when such things are wished or when they are forbidden. Of
course I know that uncle wishes it. And he is very good ;

—

and so are you—I dare say. And I am sure I ought to be

very proud, because you are so much above me."
*' I am not a bit above you. If you knew what I think you

wouldn't say so."

« But "

" Well, Marie. Think a moment, dearest, before you shall

give me an answer that shall make me either happy or miserable."
" I have thought. I would almost burn myself in the fire if

uncle wished it."

" And he does wish this."

" But I cannot do this even because he wishes it."

" Why not, Marie ?"

" I prefer being as I am. I do not wish to leave the hotel

—

or to be married at all."

" Nay, Marie, you will certainly be married some day."
" No ;—there is no such certainty. Some girls never get

married. I am of use here, and I am happy here."
" Ah ;—it is because you cannot love me."
" I don't suppose I shall ever love any one—not in that way.

I must go away now, M. Urmand, because I am wanted be-

low."

She did go, and Adrian Urmand spoke no further word of

love to her on that occasion.
" I will speak to her about it myself," said Michel Voss,

when he heard his young friend's story that evening, seated

again upon the bench outside the door, and smoking another

cigar.

" It will be of no use," said Adrian.
" One never knows," said Michel. Young women are queer

cattle to take to market. One can never be quite cei'tain which
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way they want to go. After you are off to-morrow, I Mrill have a
few words with her. She does not quite understand as yet

that she must make her hay whih' the sun shines. Some of

'em are all in a hurry to got married, and some of 'em again

are all for hanging back, when tlioir friends wish it. It's

natural, I believe, that they should be contrary. But Marie ii

as good as the best uf them, and when I speak to her she'll

hear reason."

Adrian Urmand had no alternative but to consent to the inn-

keeper's ])roposition. The idea of making love second-hand

was not pleasant to him ; but he could not hinder the uncle

from speaking his mind to the niece. One little suggestion he
did make before he took his departure. "It can't be, I sup-

pose, that there is any one else that she likes better ?" To this

Michel Voss made no answer in words, but shook his head in

a fashion that made Adrian feel assured that there was no
danger on that head.

fiut Michel Voss, though he had shaken his head in a man-
ner so satisfactory had feared that there was such danger. He
had considered himself justified in shaking his head, but would
not be so false as to give in words the assurance which Adrian
had asked. That night he discussed the matter with his wife,

declaring it as his purpose that Marie Bromar should marry
Adrian Urmand. " It is impossible that she should do better,"

said Michel.
" It would be very well," said Madame Voss.
" Very well ! Why he is worth thirty thousand franci, and

is as steady at his business as his father was before him."
" He is a dandy."
" Psha ! That is nothing," said Michel.
" And he is too fond of money."

" It is a fault on the right side," said Michel. "His wife

and children will not come to want."
" Madame Voss paused a moment before she made her last

and grand objection to the match. " It is my belief," said she,

that Marie is always thinking of George."
" Then she had better cease to think of him," said Michel,

" for George is not thinking of her." He said nothing further,

but resolved to speak his own mind freely to ^farie Bromar.
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CHAPTER III.
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rrp^HE old-fashioned inn at Colmar, at which George Voss
fM\f was acting as assistant and chief manager to his father's

(S^ distant cousin Madame Faragon, was a house very dif-

ferent in all its belongings from the Lion d'Or at Granpere. It

was very much larger, and had much higher pretensions. It

assumed to itself the character of a first-class hotel ;—and when
Colmar was without a railway and was a great posting station

on the high road from Strasbourg to Lyons, there was some
real business at the H6tel de la Poste in that town. At present,

though Colmar may probablyhave been benefited by the railway,

the inn has faded, and is in its yellow leaf. Travellers who
desire to see the statue which a grateful city has erected

to the memory of its most illustrious citizen, General Rapp,
are not sufficient in number to keep a first-class hotel in the

glories of fresh paint and smart waiters ; and when you have
done with General Rapp, there is not much to interest you in

Colmar. But there is the hotel ; and poor, fat, unwieldy
Madame Faragon, though she grumbles much and declares that

there is not a sou to be made, still keeps it up, and bears with

as much bravery as she can the buffets of a world which seems
to her to be becoming less prosperous and less comfortable and
more exacting every day. In her younger years a posting

house in such a town was a posting house ; and when M.
Faragon married her, the heiress of the then owner of the busi-

ness, he was supposed to have done uncommonly well for him-

self Madame Faragon is now a childless widow, and some-

times declares that she will shut the house up and have done
with it. Why maintain a business without a profit, simply that

there may be an Hotel de la Poste at Colmar t But tliere are

old servants whom she has not the heart to send away; and she

has at any rate a roof of her own over her head ; and though she

herself is unconroious tliat it is so, she has many ties to the old

business ; and now, since her young cousin George Voss has

been with her, things go a little better. She is not robbed so
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some-

much, and the people of the town, finding that they can get a

fair bottle of wine and a good supper, come to the inn ; and at

length an omnibus has been established, and there is a little

glimmer of returning prosperity.

It is a large old rambling house, built round an irregularly

shaped court, with another court behind it ; and in both courts

the stables and coach-houses seemed to be so mixed with the

kitchens and entrances, that one hardly knows what part of

the building is equine and what part human. Judging from
the smell which pervades the lower quarters, and, alas ! also

too frequently the upper rooms, one would be inclined to say

that the horses had the best of it. The defect had been pointed

out to IVIadame Faragon nlore than once ; but tliat lady,

though in most of the affairs of life her temper is gentle and
kindly, cannot hear with equanimity an insinuation that any
portion of her house is either dirty or unsweet. Complaints

have reached her that the beds were—well inhabited— but no
servant now dares to hint at anything wrong in this particular.

If this traveller or that says a word to her personally in com-
plaint, she looks as sour as death and declines to open her

mouth in reply ; but when that traveller's back is turned the

things that Madame Faragon can say about the upstart cox-

combry of the wretch, and as to the want of all real comforts

which she is sure prevails in the home quarters of that ill-

starred complaining traveller, are proof to those who hear them
that the old landlady has not as yet lost all her energy. It

need not be doubted that she herself religiously believes that

no foul perfume has ever pervaded the sanctity of her cham-
bers, and that no living thing has ever been seen inside the

sheets of her beds except those guests whom she has allocated

to the different rooms.

Matters had not gone very easily with George Voss in all the

changes he had made during the last year. Some things

he was obliged to do without consulting Madame Faragon at all.

Then she would discover what was going on, and there would
be a " few words." At other times he would consult her, and
carry his purpose only after much perseverance. Twice or

thrice he had told her that he must go away, and then with
many groans she had acceded to his propositions. It had
been necessary to expend two thousand francs in establishing
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the omnibus, and in that affair the appearance of things had
been at one time quite hopeless. And then when George had
declared that the altered habits of the people required that the

hour of the morning table d'hote should be changed from noon
to one, she had sworn that she would not give way. She would
never lend her assent to such vile idleness. It was already rob-

bing the business portion of the day of an hour. She would
wrap her colours round her and die upon the ground sooner

than yield. " Then they won't come," said George, " and it's no
use you having the table then. They will all go to the Hdtel de
rimperatrice." This was a new house, the very mention of

which was a dagger thrust into the bosom of Madame Faragon.

"Then they will be poisoned"- she said. "And let them!
It is what they are fit for." But the change was made,
and for the three first days she would not come out of her

room. When the bell was rung at the obnoxious hour, she

stopped her ears with her two hands.

But though there had been these contests, Madame Faragon
had made more than one effort to induce George Voss to be-

come her partner and successor in the house. If he would only

bring in a small sum of money—a sum which must be easily

within his father's reach—he should have half the business

now, and all of it when Madame Faragon had gone to her rest.

Or if he would prefer to give Madame Faragon a pension—

a

moderate pension— she would give up the house at once. At
thesetender moments she used to say that he probably would not

begrudge her a room in which to die. But George Voss would
always say that he had no money ; that he could not ask his

father for money ; and that he had not made up his mind to

settle at Colmar. Madame Faragon, who was naturally much
interested in the matter, and was moreover not without curi-

osity, could never quite learn how matters stood at Granpere.

A word or two she had heard in a circuitous way of Marie
Bromar, but from George himself she could never learn any-

thing of his affairs at home. She had asked him once or twice

whether it would not be well that he should marry, but he had
always replied that he did not think of such a thing—^at any
rate as yet. He was a steady young man, given more to work
than to play, and apparently not inclined to amuse himself with

the girls in the neighbourhood.

Hi'
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One day Edmond Greisse was over at Colmar—Edmond
Greisse, the lad whose untidy appearance at the supper-table at

the Lion d'Or had called down the rebuke of Marie Bromar.

He had been sent over on some business by his employer, and
had come to get his supper and bed at Madame Paragon's hotel,

He was a modest, unassuming lad, and had been hardly morethan
a boy when George Voss had left Granpere, From time to time

George had seen some friend from the village, and had thus heard

tidings from home. Once,^hasbeen said, Madame Voss had made
a pilgrimage to Madame Faragon's establishment to visit him

;

but letters between the houses had not been frequent. Though
postage in France—or shall we say Germany ?—is now almost

as low as in England, these people of Alsace have not yet fallen

into the way of writing to each other when it occurs to any of

them that a word may be said. Young Greisse had seen the

landlady, who now never went up stairs among her guests, and
had had his chamber allotted to him, and was seated at the

supper-table, before he met George Voss. It was from Madame
Faragon that George heard of his arrival.

" There is a neighbour of yours from Granpere in the house,"

said she.

" From Granpere ? And who is he ?"

" I forget the lad's name ; but he says that your father is well,

and Madame Voss. He goes back early to-monow with the

roulage and some goods that his people have bought. I think

he is at supper now."

The place of honour at the top of the table at the Colmar inn

was not in these days assumed by Madame Faragon. She had,

alas ! become too stout to do so with either grace or comfort,

and always took her meals, as she always lived, in the little

room down stairs, from which she could see, through the aper-

tures of two doors, all who came in and all who went out by
the chief entrance of the hotel. Nor had George usurped the

place. It had now happened at Colmar, as it has come to pass at

most hotels, that the public table is no longer the table d'hAte.

The end chair was occupied by a stout, dark man, with a bald

head and black beard, who was proudly filling a place differ-

ent from that of his neighbours, and who would probably have

gone over to the H6tel de I'lmporatrice had anybody disturbed

him. On the present occasion George seated himself next to
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the lad, and they were soon discussing all the news from Gran-
pere.

" And how is Marie Bromar ]" Gecrge asked at last.

" You have heard about her, of course," said Edmond
Greisse.

" Heard what ]"

" She is going to be married."
** Minnie Bromar to be married ? And to whom V
Edmond at once understood that his news was regarded sm

being important, and made the most of it.

" Oh, dear yes. It was settled last week when he was
there."

" But who is he ]"

" Adrian Urmand, the linen-buyer from Basle."
" Marie to be married to Adrian Urmand !"

Urmand's journeys to Granpere had been commenced before

George Voss had left the place, and therefore the two young
men had known each other.

" They say he is very rich," said Edmond.
" I thought he cared for nobody but himself. And are you

sure ? Who told you 1"

" 1 am quite sure, but I do not know who told me. They
are all talking about it."

" Did my father ever tell you 1"

"No, he never told me."
" Or Marie herself 1"

" No, she did not tell me. Girls never tell those sorts of

things of themselves."
" Nor Madame Voss 1" asked George.
" She never talks much about anything,

sure it's true. I'll tell you who told me first, and he is sure to

know, because he lives in the house. It was Peter Veque."
" Peter Veque, indeed ! And who do you think would tell

him?"
" But isn't it quite likely 1 She has grown to be such a

beauty ! Everybody gives it to her that she is the prettiest girl

round Granpere. And why shouldn't he marry her 1 If I had

a lot of money, I'd only look to get the prettiest girl I could

find anywhere."

After this George said nothing further to the young man as
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to the marriage. If it was talked about as Edmond said, it was
probably true . And why should it not be true 1 Even though
it were true, no one would have cared to tell him. She might
have been married twice over, and no one in Granpere would
liave sent him word. So he declared to himself. And yet
Marie Broniar had once sworn to him that she loved him, and
would be his for ever and ever ; and though he had left her in

dudgeon, with black looks, without a kind word of farewell, yet

he had believed her. Through all his sojourn at Colmar, he had
told himself that she would be true to him. He believed it,

though he was hardly sure of himself—had hardly resolved

that he would ever go back to Granpere to seek her. His
father had turned him out of the house, and Marie had told

him as he went that she would never marry him if her uncle dis-

approved of it. Slight as her word had been '^ that morning
of his departure, it had rankled in his bosom, and made him
angry with her through a whole twelvemonth. And yet he
had believed that she would be true to him !

He went out in the evening when it was dusk and walked
round and round the public garden of Colmar, thinking of the

news which he had heard—the public garden, in which stands the

statue of General Rapp. It was a terrible blow to him. Though
he had remained a whole year in Colmar without seeing Marie,

or hearing of her, without hardly ever having had her name
upon his lips, without even having once assured himself during

the whole time that the happiness of his life would depend on
the girl's constancy to him—now that he had heard that she

was to be married to another man, he was torn to pieces by
anger and regret. He had sworn to love her, and never even

spoken a word of tenderness to another girl. She had given

him her plighted troth, and now she was prepared to break it

with tlie first man who asked her ! As he thought of this, his

brow became black with anger. But his regrets were as violent.

What a fool he had been to leave her there, open to persuasion

from any man who came in the way, open to persuasion from
his father, who would, of course, be his enemy. How, indeed,

could he expect that she should be true to him ] The year had
been long enough to him, but it must have been doubly long to

her. He had expected that his father would send for him,

ivould write to him, would at leasi, transmit to him some word
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that would make him know that his presence was again desired

at Granpere. But his father had been as proud as he was, and
had not sent any such message. Or rather, perhaps, the father

being older and less impatient, had thought that a temporary
absence from Granpere might be good for his son.

It was late at night when George Voss went to bed, but he,

was up in the morning early to see Edmond Greisse before the

roulage should start for MUnster on its road to Granpere.

Early times in that part of the world are very early, and the

roulage was ready in the back court of the inn at half-past four

in the morning.
" What ? you up at this hour ]" said Edmond.
" Why not 1 It is not every day we have a friend here from

Granpere, so I thought I would see you off."

" That is kind of you."
" Give my love to them at the old house, Edmond."
"Of course I will."

To father, and Madame Voss, and the children, and to

Marie."
" All right."

" Tell Marie that you have told me of her marriage."

"I don't know v*hether she'll like to talk about that to

me.
" Never mind

;
you tell her. She won't bite you. Tell her

also that I shall be over at Granpere soon to see her and the

rest of them. I'll be over— as soon as ever I can get away."
" Shall I tell your father that ?"

" No. Tell Marie, and let her tell my father."

" And when will you come 1 We shall be so glad to see you."
" Never you mind that. You just give my message. Come

in for a moment to the kitchen. There's a cup of coflfee for

you and a slice of ham. We are not going to let an old friend

like you go away without breaking his fast."

As Greisse had already paid his modest bill, amounting al-

together to little more than three francs, this was kind of the

young landlord, and while he was eating his bread and ham he

promised faithfully that he would give the message just as

George had given it to him.

It was on the third day after the departure of Edmond
Greisse that George told Madame Faragon that he was goini?
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home. "Going where, George 1" said Madame Faragon, lean-

ing forward on the table before her, and looking like a picture

of despair.

" To Granpere, Madame Faragon."
" To Granpere ! and why 1 and when 1 and how 1 Oh dear !

Why did you not tell me before, child ]"

" I told you as soon as I knew."
" But you are not going yet V
" On Monday."
" Oh dear. So soon as that ! Lord bless me. We can't do

anything before Monday. And when will you be back V
' 1 cannot say with certainty. I shall not be long, I dare

say."

" And have they sent for you V
" No, they have not sent for me, but I want to see them

once again. And I must make up my mind what to do for the

future." 9

" Don't leave me, George
;
pray do not leave me !" exclaim-

ed Madame Faragon. " You shall have the business now if

you choose to take it—only pray don't leave me !" George
explained that at any rate he would not desert her now at

once ; and on the Monday named he started for Granpere. He
had not been very quick in his action, for a week had passed

since he had given Edmond Greisse his breakfast in the hotel

kitchen.

m
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CHAPTER IV.

DRIAN URMAND had l)een three days gone fiom

Granpere. before Micliel Voss found a fitting opportun-

ity for talking to his niece. It was not a matter, us lie

thought, in which there was need for any great hurry, l)ut tlieic

was need for much consideration. Once again he spoke on tlie

subject to his wife. "If she's thinking about George, she has

kept it very much to herself," he remarked.
" Girls do keep it to themselves," said Madame Voss.
" I'm not so sure of that. They generally show it somehow.

Marie never looks lovelorn. I don't believe a bit of it ; and as

for him, all the time he has been away he has never so mucli

as sent a word or a message to one of us."

" He sent his love to you, when I saw him, quite dutifully."

said Madame Voss.
" Why don't he come and see us if he cares for us 1 It isn't

of him that Marie is thinking." *

"It isn't of anybody else then," said Madame Voss "I

never see her speak a word to any of the young men, nor one of

them ever speaking a word to her." Pondering overall this,

Michel Voss resolved that he would have it all out with liis

niece on the following Sunday.

On the Sunday he engaged Marie to start with him after din-

ner to the place on the hillside where they were cuttirlg wood.

It was a beautiful autumn afternoon, in that pleasantest of all

months in the year, when the sun is not too hot, and the air is

fresh and balmy, and one is still able to linger abroad, loitering

either in or out of the shade, when the midges cease to bite, and

the sun no longer scorches and glares ; but the sweet vestiges

of summer remain, and everything without doors is pleasant

and friendly, and there is the gentle unrecognised regret for the

departing year, the unconscious feeling that its glory is going

from us, to add the inner charm of a soft melancholy to the

outer luxury of the atmosphere. I doubt whether Michel Voss

had ever realised the fact that September is the kindliest of all
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the months, but he felt it, and enjoyed the leisure of his Sun-

day afternoon wlien he could get his niece to take a stretch with

him on the mountain-side. On these occasions Madame Voss

was left at home with M. le Cur6, who liked to linger over his

little cup of coffee. Madame Voss, indeed, seldom cared to

walk very far from the door of her own house ; and on Sundays
to go to the church and back again was certainly sutKcient ex-

ercise.

Michel Voss said no word about Adrian Urmand as they

were ascending the hill. He was too wise for that. He could

not have given effect to his experience with sufficient eloquence

had he attempted tlio task wliile the burth^en of the rising

ground was upon his lungs and chest. They turned into a

saw-mill as they went up, and counted the scantlings of timber

that had been cut, and Michel looked at the ci'adle to see that

it worked well, and to the wheels to see that they were in

good order, and observed that the channel for the water re-

quired repairs, and said a word as to the injury that had come
to him because George had left him. "Perhaps he may come
back soon," said Marie. To this he made no answer, but con-

tinued his path up tlie mountain-side. "There will be plenty

of feed for the cows this autumn," said Marie Bromar. "That
is a great comfort."

"Plenty," said Michel ; "plenty." But Marie knew from

the tone of his voice that he was not thinking about the grass,

and so she held her peace. But the want or plenty of the

pasture was generally a subject of the greatest interest to the

people of Granpere at that special time of the year, and one on

which Michel Voss was ever ready to speak. Marie therefore

knew that there was something on her uncle's mind. Never-

theless he inspected the timber that was cut, and made some
remarks about the work of the men. They were not so careful

in barking the logs as they used to be, and upon the whole he

thought that the wood itself was of a worse quality. What is

there that we do not find to be deteriorating around us when
we consider the things in detail, though we are willing enough
to admit a general improvement ? "Yes," said he, in answer to

some remarks from Marie, "we must take it, no doubt, as God
gives it to us, but we need not spoil it in the handling. Sit

down, my dear, I want to speak to you for a few minutes,"
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Then they sat down together ou a large prostrate piue, which
was being prepared to be sent down to the saw-mill. "My
dear," said he, "I want to speak to you about Adrian Urmand."
She blushed and trembled as she placed herself beside him,

but he hardly noticed it. He was not quite at his ease him-

self, and was a little afraid of the task he had undertaken.

—

"Adrian tells me that he asked you to take him as your lover,

and that you refused."

"Yes, Uncle Michel."

*'But why, my dear 1 How are you to do better ! Perhaps I,

or your aunt, should have spoken to you first, and told you
that we thought well of the match."

"It wasn't that, uncle. I knew you thought well of it ; or,

at least, I believed that you did."

"And what is your objection, Marie ?"

"I don't object to M. Urmand, uncle ;-at least not particularly."

"But he says you do object. You would not accept him
when he offered himself."

"No; I did not accept him."

"But you will, my dear,—if he comes again V
"No, uncle."

"And why not ? Is he not a good young man 1"

"Oh, yes,—that is, I dare say."

"And he has a good business. I do not know what more
you could expect."

"I expect nothing, uncle,—except not to go away from you."

"Ah,—but you must go away from me. I should be very

wrong and so would be your aunt, to let you remain here till

you lose your good looks, and become an old woman on our

hands. You are a pretty gi 1, Marie, and fit to be any man's

wife, and you ought to take a husband. I am quite in earnest

now, my dear ; and I speak altogether for your own welfare."

"I know you are in earnest, and I know that you speak for

my welfare."

"Well ;—well ;—whar then 1 Of course, it is only reasona-

ble that you should be married some day. Here is a young
man in a better way of business than any man, old or young,

that comes into G-ranpere. He has a house in Basle, and money
to put in it whatever you want. And for the matter of that,

Mjuie, my niece shall not go away from me empty-handed."
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She drew herself closer to him and took hold of his arm and
pressed it, and looked up into his face. "I brought nothing

with me," she said, "and I want to take nothing away."

"Is that it 1" he said, speaking rapidly. "Let me tell you

then, my girl, that you shall have nothing but your (earnings,

—

your fair earnings. Don't you take trouble about that. Ur-
mand and I will settle that between us, and I will go bail there

shall be no unpleasant words. As I said before, my girl shan't

leave my house empty-handed ; but. Lord bless you, he would
only be too happy to take you in your petticoat,—^just as you
are. I never saw a fellow more in love with a girl. Come,
Marie, you need not mind saying the word to me, though you
could not bring yourself to sav it to him."

"I can't say that word, uncle, either to you or to him."
** And why the devil not ?" said Michel Voss, who was be-

ginning to be tired of being eloquent.

"1 would rather stay at home with you and my aunt."

"Oh, bother
!"

"Some girls stay at home always. All girls do not get mar-

ried. I don't want to be taken to Basle."

"This is all nonsense," said Michel, getting up. "If you're

a good girl, you will do as you are told."

"It would not be good to be married to a m.an if I do not

love him."

"But why shouldn't you love him ? He's just the man that

all the girls always love. Why don't you love him ?" As Michel
Voss a&ed this last question, there was a tone of anger in

Ws voice. He had allowed his niece considerable liberty, and
now she was unreasonable. Marie, who in spite of her devo-

tion to her uncle, was beginning to think that she was ill-used

by this tone, made no reply. "I hope you haven't been falling

in love with any one else," continued Michel.

"No," said Marie, in a low whisper.

"I do hope you're not still thinking of George, who has left

us without casting a thought upon you. I do hope that you
are not such a fool as that." Marie sat perfectly silent, not

moving ; but there was a frown on her brow and a look of

sorrow mixed with anger on her face. But Michel Voss did

not see her face. He looked straight before him as he spoke,

and was flinging chips of wood to a distance in his energy.

—

c
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<*If it's that, Marie, I tell you you had better get quit of it at

once. It can come to no good. Here is an excellent husband
for you. Be a good girl, and say that you will accept him."

"I should not be a good girl to accept a man whom I do not

love."

"Is it any thought about George that makes you say so,

child ?" Michel paused a moment for an answer. "Tell me," he
continued, with almost angry energy, "is it because of George
that you refuse yourself to this young man 1"

Marie paused again for a moment, and then she repied, "No,
it is not."

"It is not r
"No, uncle."

"Then why will you not marry Adrian Urmand 1"

"Because I do not care for him. Why won't you let me re-

main with you, uncle 1"

She was very close to him now, and leaning against him

;

and her throat was half choked with sobs, and her eyes were

full of tears. Michel Voss wan a soft-hearted man, and inclined

to be very soft of heart where Marie Bromar was concerned.

—

On the other hand he wafe thoroughly convinced that it would
be for his niece's benefit that she should marry this young tra-

der ; and he thought also that it was his duty as her uncle and
guardian to be round with her, and make her understand that

as her friends wished it, and as the young trader himself wished

it, it was her duty to do as she was desired. Another uncle

and guiudian in his place would hardly have consulted the

girl at all. Between his desire to have his own way and re-

duce her to obedience, and the temptation to put his arm round
her waist and kiss away her tears, he was uneasy and vacilla-

ting. She gently put her hand within his arm, and pressed it

very close.

"Won't you let me remain with you, uncle ? I love you and

Aunt Josey" (Madame Voss was named Josephine, and was
generally called Aunt Josey) "and the children. I could not

go away from the children. And I like the house. I am sure

I am of use in the house."

"Of course you are of use in the house. It is not that."

"Why then should you want to send me away 1"

"What nonsense you talk, Marie ! Don't you know that a

young 1
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voting woman like you ought to he married some clay—that in

if she can get a fitting man to take her] What wouM the

neighhours say of me if we ke|)t you at home to drudge for uh,

instead of settling you out in the world properly ] You forget,

Marie, that I have a duty to perform, and you should not make
it so ditficidt."

"But if I don't want to he setth^l ?" said Marie. "Who
( ares for the neighhours 1 If you and I understand each other,

is not that enough ?"

** I care for the neighhours," said Michel Voss with energy.

"And must T marry a man I <lon't care a hit for hecause of

the neighhours, Uncle Michel ?" asked Marie, with something
ap])roa('hing to indignation in her voice.

Michel VoHs perceived that it was of no use for him to carry

on the argument. He entertained a half-formed idea that he

did not quite understand the ohjections so strongly urged hy
liis niece ; that there was something on her mind that she

would not tell him, and that there might be cruelty in urging

the matter upon her ; but, an opposition to this, there was his

assured conviction that it was his duty to provide well and com-
fortably for his niece, and that it was her duty to obey him in

acceding to such provision as he might make. And then this

marriage was undoubtedly a good marriage, a match that would
make all the world declare how well Michel Voss had done for

the girl whom he had taken under his protection. It was a

marriage that he could not bear to see go out of the family.

—

It was not probable that the young linen merchant, who was
so well to do in the world, and who, no doubt, might hsive his

choice in larger places than Granpere ; it was not probable,

Michel thought, that he would put up with many refusals,

—

The girl would lose her chance, unless he, by his firmness,

could drive this folly out of her. And yet how could he be

firm, when he was tempted to throw his great arms about her,

and swear that she should eat of his bread and drink of his cup

and be unto him as a daughter till the last day of their joint

existence. When she crept so close to him and pressed his

arm, he was almost overcome by the sleetness of her love and
by the tenderness of his own heart.

"It seems to me that you don't understand," he said at last.

"I didn't think that such a girl as you would be so silly."
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To this she made no reply, and then they began to walk
down the hill together.

They had walked half way home, he stepping a little in ad-

vance,—because he was still angry with her, or angry rather

with himself in that he could not bring himself to scold her

properly,—and she following close behind his shoulder, when
he stopped suddenly and asked her a question which came
from the direction his thoughts were taking at the moment,

—

"You are sure," he said, "that you are not doing this because

you expect George to come back to you ?"

" Quite sure," she said, bearing forward a moment, and an-

swering him in a whisper when she spoke.

"By my word, then, I can't understand it. I can't indeed.

Has Urmand done anything to offend you ?"

"Nothing, uncle."

" Nor said anything 1"

" Not a word, uncle. I am not offended. Of course I am
much obliged to him. Only I don't love him."

" By my faith I don't understand it. I don't indeed. It is

sheer nonsense, and you must get over it. I shouldn't be do-

ing my duty if I didn't tell you that you must get over it. He
will be here again in another ten days, and you must have

thought better of it by that time. You must indeed, Marie."

Then they walked down the hill in silence together, each

thinking intently on the purpose of the other, but each alto-

gether misunderstanding the other. Michel Voss was assured

that she had twice declared that she was altogether indifferent

to his son George. What he might have said or done had she

declared her affection for her absent lover, he did not himself

know. He had not questioned himself on that point. Though
his wife had told him that Marie was ever thinking of George,

he had not believed that it was so. He had no reason for dis-

liking a marriage between his son and his wife's Jaiece. When
he had first thought that they were going to be lovers, under

his nose, without his permission,—going to commence a new
kind of life between themselves without so much as a word

spoken to him or by him,—he had found himself compelled to

interfere, compelled as a father and an imcle. That kind of

thing could never be allowed to take place in a well-ordered

bou§e without the expressed sanction of the head of the house-
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hold. He had interfered,—rather roughly; and his son had
taken him at his word. He was sore now at his son's coldness

to him, and was disposed to believe that his son cared not at

all for any one at Granpere. His niece was almost as dear to

hira as his son, and much more dutiful. Therefore he would do
the best he could for his niece. Marie's declaration that

George was nothing to her,—that she did not think of him,

—

was in accordance with his own ideas. His wife had been

wrong. His wife was usually wrong when any headwork was
required. There could be no good reason why Marie Bromar
should not marry Adrian Urmand.
But Marie, as she knew very well, had never declared that

Georgci Voss was nothing to her,—he was forgotten, or that

her heart was free. He had gone from her and had forgotten

her. She was quite sure of that. And should she ever hear

that !ie was married to some one else,—as it was probable that

s!ie would hear some day, then she would be free again. Then
&he might take this man or that, if her friends wished it—and
if she could bring herself to endure the proposed marriage.

—

But at present her troth was plighted to George Voss ; and
where her troth was given, there was her heart also. She
could understand that such a circumstance, affecting one of so

little importance as herself, should be nothing to a man like

her uncle ; but it was everything to her. George had forgot-

ten her, and she had wept sorely over his want of constancy.

But though telling herself that this certainly was so, she had
declared to herself that she would never be untrue till her

want of truth had been put beyond the reach of doubt. Who
does not know how hope remains, when reason has declared

that there is no longer ground for hoping ?

Such had been the state of her mind hitherto ; but what
would be the good of entertaining hope, even if there wei«5

ground for hoping, when, as was so evident, her uncle would
never permit George and her to be man and wife 1 And did

she not owe everything to her uncle 1 And was it not the duty
of a girl to obey her guardian ? Would not all the world be
against her if she refused this man 1 Her mind was tormented
by a thousand doubts, when her uncle said another word to

her, just as they were entering the village.

"You will try and think better of it ;—will you not my dear?

'
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She was silent. "Come, Marie, you can say th?t you will try.

Will you not try ?"

" Yes, uncle,—I will try.'*

Michel Voss went home in a good humour, for he felt that

he had triumphed; and poor Marie returned broken-hearted,

for she was aware that she had half-yielded. She knew that

her uncle was triumphant.
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CHAPTER V.

'HEN Edmond Greisse was back at Granpere he well

remembered his message, but he had some doubt as to

the expediency of delivering it. He had to reflect in

the first place whether he was quite sure that matters were ar-

ranged between Marie and Adrian Urmand. The story had
been told to him as being certainly true by Peter, the waiter.

And he had discussed the matter with other young men, his

associates in the place, among all of whom it was believed that

Urmand was certainly about to carry away the young woman
with whom they were all more or less in love. But when, on

his return to Granpere, he had asked a few more questions,

and had found that even Peter was now in doubt on a point

as to which he had before been so sure, he began to think that

there would be some difficulty in giving his message. He was
not without some little fear of Marie, and hesitated to tell her

that he had spread the report about her marriage. So he con-

tented himself with simply announcing to her that George
Voss intended to visit his old home.

" Does my uncle know ?" Marie asked.

"No ;—you are to tell him," said Greisse.

"I am to tell him ! Why should I tell him ? You can tell him."

"But George said that I was to let you know, and that you
would tell your uncle." This was quite unintelligible to Marie;

but it was clear to her that she could made no such announce-

ment, after the conversation which she had had with her un-

cle. It was quite out of the question that she should be the

first to announce George's return, when she had been twice

warned on that Sunday afternoon not to think of him. "You
had better let my uncle know yourself," she said, as she walked
away. But young Greisse, knowing that he was already in

trouble, and feeling that he might very probably make it worse,

held his peace. When therefore one morning George Voss
showed himself at the door of the inn, neither his father nor
Madame Voss expected him.

I
I

i
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But his father was kind to him, and his mother-in-law ho-

vered round Iiim with demonstrations of love and gratitude,

as though much were due to him for coming back at all. "But
you expected me," said George.

" No, indeed," said his father. "We did not expect you now
any more than on any other day since you left us."

" I sent word by Edmond Greisse," said George. Edmond
was interrogated, and declared that he had forgotten to give

the message. George was too clever to pursue the matter any

further, and when he first met Marie Bromar, there was not a

word said between them beyond what might have been said

lietween any young persons so related, after an absence of

twelve months. George Voss was very careful to make no de-

monstration of affection for a girl who had forgotten him, and

who was now, as he believed, betrothed to another man ; and
Marie was determined that certainly no sign of the old love

sliould first be shown by her. He had come back,—perhaps

just in time. He had returned just at the moment in which

something must be decided. She had felt how much there

was in the little word which she had spoken to her uncle.

—

When a girl says that she will try to reconcile herself to a

man's overtures, she has almost yielded. The word had es-

caped her without any such meaning on her part,—had been

spoken because she had feared to continue to contradict her

uncle in the full completeness of a positive refusal. She had
regretted it as soon as it had been spoken, but she could not

recall it. She had seen in her uncle's eye and had heard in the

tone of his voice for how much that word had been taken ;

—

but it had gone forth from her mouth, and she could not now
rob it of its meaning. Adrian Urmand was to be back at

Granperc; in a few days—in ten days Michel Voss had said

;

and there were those ten days for her in which to resolve what
she would do. Now, as though sent from heaven, George had

returned, in this very interval of time. Might it not be that

he would help her out of her difficulty ? If he would only tell

her to remain single for his sake, she would certainly turn her

back upon her Swiss lover, let her uncle say what he might.

She would make no engagement with George unless with her

uncle's sanction ; but a word, a look of love, would fortify her

against that other marriage.
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George, she thought, had come back a man more to be wor-

shipped than ever, as far as appearance went. What woro?;n

could doubt for a moment between two such men ? Adrian
Urmand was no doubt a pretty man, with black hair, of which
he was very careful, with white hands, with bright small dark
eyes which were very close together, with a thin regular nose,

a small mouth, and a black moustache which he was always

pointing with his fingers. It was impossible to deny that he

was good-looking after a fashion ; but Marie despised him in

her heart. She was almost bigger than he was, certainly

stronger, and had no aptitude for thp city niceness aitd point-

de-vice fastidiousness of such a lover. George Voss had come
back, not taller than when he had left them, but broader in

the shoulders, and more of a man. And then he had in his

eye; and in his beaked nose, and his large mouth, and well-de-

veloped chin, that look of command, which was the peculiar

character of his father's face, and which women, who judge of

men by their feelings rather than their thoughts, always love

to see. Marie, if she would consent to marry Adrian Urmand,
might probably have her own way in the house in everything;

whereas it was certain enough that George Voss, wherever he

might be, would desire lo have his way. But yet there

needed not a moment, in Marie's estimation, to choose between
the two. George Voss was a real man ; whereas Adrian Ur-

mand, tried by such a comparison, was in her estimation simply

a rich trader in want ofa wife.

In a day or two the fatted calf was killed, and all went
happily between George and his father. They walked together

up into the mountains, and looked after the wood-cutting, and
discussed the prospects of the inn at Colmar. Michel was dis-

posed to think that George had better remain at Colmar, and
accept Madame Faragon's offer. " If you think that the house

is worth anything, I will give you a few thousand francs to set

it in order ; and then you had better agree to allow her so much
a year for her life." He probably felt himself to be nearly as

young a man as his son, and then remember too that he had

other sons coming up who would be able to carry on the house

at Granpere when he should be past his work. Michel was a

loving, generous-hearted man, and all feeling of anger with his

son was over before theyhad been together two days. "You can't

If

M ,f1
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do better, George," he said. *' You need not always stay away
from us for twelve months, and I might take a turn over the

mountain, and get a lesson as to how you do things at Colmar.

If ten thousand francs will help you, you shall have them.

—

Will that make things go straight with you 1 " George Voss
thought the sum named would make things go very straight

;

but as the reader knows, he had another matter near to his

heart. He thanked his father ; but not in the joyous, thorough-

ly contented tone that Michel had expected. " Is there any-

thing wrong about it V Michel said in that sharp tone which
he used when something had suddenly displeased him.

"There is nothing wrong ; nothing wrong at all," said George
slowly. "The money is much more than I could have expected.

Indeed I did not expect any."

"What is it then V'
" I was thinking of something else. Tell me, father, is it

i ue that Marie is going to be married to Adrian Urmand 1
"

" What makes you ask 1"

" I heard a report of it," said George. "Is it true ?"

The father reflected a moment what answer he should give.

It d^d not seem to him that George spoke of such a marriage

as though the rumour of it had made him unhappy. The
question had been asked almost with indifference. And then
the young man's manner to Marie, and Marie's manner to him,
during the last two days had made him certain that he had
been right in supposing that they had both forgotten the little

tenderness of a year ago. And Michel had thoroughly made
up his mind that it would be well that Marie should marry
Adrian. He believed that he had already vanquished Marie's

scruples. She had promised "to try to think better of it," be-

fore George's return ; and therefore was he not justified in re-

garding the matter as almost settled ? " I think that they will

be married," said he to his son.

" Then there is something in it V*

"Oh yes ; there is a great deal in it. Urmand is very eager

for it, and has asked me and her aunt, and we have consented."
" But has he asked her r'

"Yes; he has done that too," said Michel.
" And what answer did he get ?

"

" Well ;—I don't know that it would be fair to tell that.

—

a
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Marie is not a girl likely to jump into a man's arms at the first

word. But I think there is no doubt that they will be be-

trothed before Sunday week. He is to be here again on
Wednesday."

"She likes him, then?"
" Oh, yes ; of course she likes him." Michel Voss had not

intended to say a word that was false. He was anxious to do
the best in his power for both his son and his niece. He
thoroughly understood that it was his duty as a father and a

guardian to start them well in the world, to do all that he
could for their prosperity, to feed their wants with his money,
as a pelican feeds her young with blood from her bosom. Had
he known the hearts of each of them, could he have understood

Marie's constancy, or the obstinate silent strength of his son's

disposition, he would have let Adrian Urmand, with his bus-

iness and his house at Basle, have sought a wife m any other

quarter when he listed, and would have joined together the

hands of these two whom he loved, with a paternal blessing.

But he did not understand. He thought that he saw every-

thing when he saw nothing ;—and now he was deceiving his

son ; for it was untrue that Marie had any such "liking" for

Adrian Urmand as that of which George had spoken.
" It is as good as settled, then 1 " said George, not showing

by any tone of his voice the anxiety with which the question

was asked.
" I think it is as good as settled," Michel answered. Before

they got back to the inn, George had thanked his father for

his liberal offer, had declared that he would accede to Madame
Faragon's proposition, and had made his father understand

that he must return to Colmar on the next Iilonday,—two days

before that on which Urmand was expected at Granpere.

The Monday came, and hitherto there had been no word of

explanation between George and Marie. Every one in the

house knew that he was about to return to Colmar, and every

one in the house knew that he had been entirely reconciled to

his father Madame Voss had asked some question about him
and Marie, and had been assured by her husband that there

was nothing in that suspicion. "I told you from the beginning,"

said he, "that there was nothing of that sort. I only wish
that George would think of marrying soi^vi one, now that he is

to have a large house of his own over his head."
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George had determined a dozen times that he would, and a

dozen times that he would not, speak to Marie about her com-

ing marriage, changing his mind as often as it was formed.

—

Of what use was it to speak to her ? he would say to himself.

Then again he « would resolve that he would scorch her false

heart by one withering word before he went. Chance at last

arranged it for him. Before he started he found himself alone

with her for a moment, and it was almost impossible that he

should not say something. Then he did speak. "They tell

me you are going to be married, Marie. I hope you will be

happy and prosperous.

"Who tells you so?"

"It is true at any rate, I suppose."
" Not that 1 know of. ' If my uncle and aunt chose to dis-

pose of me, I cannot help it."

" It is well for girls to be disposed of sometimes. It saves

them a world of trouble."
" I don't know what you mean by that, George ;—whether it

is intended to be ill-natured."

"No, indeed. Why should I be ill-natured to you ? I hearti-

ly wish you to be well and happy. I dare say M. Urmand
will make you a good husband. Good-bye, Marie. I shall be off

in a few minutes. Will you not say farewell to me V*

" Farewell, George."
" We used to be friends, Marie."
" Yes;—we used to be friends."

"And I have never forgotten the old days. I will not, pro-

mise to come to your marriage, because it would not make either

of us happy, but I shall wish you well. God bless you, Marie."

Then he put his arm round her and kissed her, as he might
have done to a sister,—as it was natural that he should do to

Marie Bromar, regarding her as a cousin. She did not speak
a word more, and then he was gone !

She had been quite unable to tell him the truth. The man-
ner in which he had first addressed her made it impossible for

her to tell him that she was not engaged to marry Adrian Ur-
mand,—that she was determined if possible to avoid the mar-
riage, and that she had no love for Adrian Urmand. Had she

done so, she would in so doing having asked him to come
back to her. That she should do this was impossible. And
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yet as he left her, some suspicion of the truth, some half-formed

idea of the real state of the man's mind in reference to her,

flashed across her own. She seemed to feel that she was spe-

cially unfortunate, hut she felt at the same time that there was
no means within her reach of setting things right. And she

was as convinced as ever she had heen, that her uncle would
never give his consent to a marriage between her and George
Voss. As for George himself, he left her with an assured con-

viction that she was the promised bride of Adrian Urmand,

I
'ill
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CHAPTER VI.

I
HE world seemed very hard to Marie Bromar when she

was leftalorie. Though there were many who loved her, of

whose real affection she had no doubt, there was no one

to whom she could go for assistance. Her uncle in this matter

was her enemy, and her aunt wis completely under her uncle's

guidance. Madame Voss ^poke to her often in these days of

the coming of Adrian Urmand, but the manner of her speaking

was such that no comfort could be taken from it. Madame
Voss would risk an opinion as to the room which the young

man ought to occupy, and the manner in which he should hv

fed and entertained. For it was thoroughly understood that

he was coming on this occasion as a lover and not as a trader,

and that he was coming as the g^iest of Michel Voss, and not

as a customer to the inn. " I r,uppose he can take his supper

like the other people," Marie said to her aunt. And again,

when the question of wine was mooted she was almost saucy.

" If he is thirsty," she said, " what did for him last week, will

do for him next week : and if he's not thirsty, he had better

leave it alone." But girls are always allowed to be saucy about

their lovers, and Madame Voss did not count this for much.
Marie was always thinking of those last words which had

been spoken between her and George—and of the kiss that he

had given her. **We used to be friends," he had said, and then

he had declared that he had never forgotten old days. Marie

was quick, intelligent, and ready to perceive at half a glance

—

to understand at half a word, as is the way with clever women.
A thrill had gone through her as she heard the tone of the

young man's voice, and she had half told herself all the truth.

He had not quite ceased to think ofher. Then he went, without

saying the other one word that would have been needful, with-

out even looking the truth into her face. He had gone and had
plainlygiven her to understand that he acceded to this marriage

with Adrian Urmand. How was she to read it all ? Was
there more than one way in which a wounded woman, so sore
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at heart, could read it 1 He had told her that though he loved

her still, it did not suit him to trouble himself with her as a

wife ; and that he would throw upon her head the guilt of

having been false to their old vows. Though she loved him
better than all the world, she despised him for his thoughtful

treachery. In her eyes it was treachery. He must have

known the truth What right had he to suppose that she

would be false to him—he, who had never known her to lie to

him 1 And was it not his business as a man, to speak some
word, to ask some question by which, if ho doubted, the truth

might be made known to him ? She a woman, could ask no
question. She could speak no word. She could not renew her

assurances to him, till he should have asked her to renew them.

He was either false, or a traitor, or a coward. She was very

angry with him ; so angry, that she was almost driven by her

anger to throw herself into Adrian's arms. She was the more
angry because she was full sure that he had not forgotten his

old love—that his heart was not altogether changed. Had it

appeared to her that the sweet words of former days had
vanished from his memory, though they had clung to hers

—

ihat he had in truth learned to look upon his Granpere experi-

ences as the simple doings of his boyhood—her pride would
have been hurt, but she would have been angry with herself

rather than with him. But it had not been so. The respect-

ful silence of his sojourn in the house had told her that it was
not so. The tremour in his voice as he reminded her that they

once had been friends, had plainly told her that it was not so.

He had acknowledged that they had been betrothed, and that

the plight between them was still strong ; but wishing to be

quit of it, he had thrown the burthen of breaking it upon her.

She was very wretched, but she did not go about the house

with downcast eyes or humble looks, or sit idle in a corner

with her hands before her. She was quick and eager in the

performance of her work, speaking sharply to those who came
in contact with her. Peter Veque, her chief minister, had but
a poor time of it in these days. She spoke an angry word
or two to Edmond GreisGC She had, in truth, spoken no
words to Edmond Greisse that wo^-e not angry since that ill-

starred communication of which he had only given her the

half. To her aunt she was brusque and almost ill-mannered.
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'' What is the matter with you, Marie," Madame Vosa naid

to her one morning, when she had been snubbed rather rudely
by her niece. Marie in answer shook her head and shnigged
her shoulders. " If you cannot put on a better look before M.
Urmand comes, I think he will hardly hold to his bargain,"

said Madame Voss, who was angry.
" Who wants him to hold to his bargain ?" said Marie sharp-

ly. Then feeling ill-inclined to discuss the matter with her
aunt, she left the room. Madame Voss, who had been assured

by her Iiusband that Marie had no real objection to Adrian
Urmand, did not understand it at all.

" I am sure Marie is unhappy," she said to her husband when
he came in at noon that day.

" Yes," said he. " It seems strange, but it is so, I fancy, with
the best of our young women. Her feeling of modesty—of

bafihfulness if you will—is outraged by being told that she is

to admit this man as her lover. She won't make the worse
wife on that account, when he gets her home." Madame Voss
was not quite sure that her hu8i)and was right. She had not

before observed young women to be made savage in their daily

work byjihe outrage to their modesty ofan acknowledged lover.

But, as usual, she submitted to her husband. Had she not
done so, there would have come that glance from the comer of

his eye, and that curl in his lip, and that gentle breath from
his nostril which had become to her the expression of imperi-

ous marital authority. Nothing could be kinder, more truly

affectionate, than was the heart of her husband towards her

niece. Therefore Madame Voss yielded, and comforted herself

by an assurance that as the best was being done for Marie, she

need not subject herself to her husband's displeasure by contra-

diction or interference.

Michel Voss himself said little or nothing to his niece at this

time. She had yielded to him, making him a promise that she

would endeavour to acede to his wishes, and he felt that he was
bound in honour not to trouble her further, unless she should

shew herself to be disobedient when the moment of trial came.

He was not himself at ease, he was not comfortable at heart,

because he knew that Marie was avoiding him. Though she

would still stand behind his chair at supper—when for a mo-
ment she would be still—she did not put her hands upon his

head, nor did she speak to him more than the nature of herser-
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vice required. Twice he tried to induce her to sit with them
at table, as though to show that her position was altered now
that she was about to become a bride ; but he was altogether

powerless to effect any such change as this. No words that could

have been spoken would have induced Marie to seat herself at

the table, ho well did she understand all tliat such a change in

her habits would have seemed to imply. There was now hardly

one person in the supper-room of the hotel who did not instinc-

tively understand the reason which made Michel Voss anxious

that his niece should sit down, and that other reason which
made her sternly refuse to comply with his request. So day
followed day, and there was but little said between the uncle

and the niece, though heretofore—up to a time still within a

fortnight of the present day—the whole business of the house

had been managed by little whispered conferences between
them. "I think we'll do so and so, uncle;" or, "just you

manage it yourself, Marie." Such and such like words had pass-

ed every morning and evening, with an understanding between
them full and complete. Now each was afraid of the other, and
everything was astray.

But Marie was still gentle with the children : when she could

be with them for half an hour, she would sit with them on her

lap, or clustering round, kissing them and saying soft words to

them—even softer in her affection then had been her wont.

They understood as well as everybody else that something was
wrong—that there was to be some change as to Marie which
perhaps would not be a change for the better ; that there was
cause for melancholy, for close kissing as though such kissing

were in preparation for parting, and for soft strokings with

their little hands as though Marie were to be pitied for that

which was about to come upon her. " Isn't somebody coming
to take you away V* little Michel asked her, when they were
quite alone. Marie had not known how to answer him. She
had therefore embraced him closely, and a tear fell upon his

face, " Ah," he said, " I know somebody is coming to take

you away. Will not papa help you ]" She had not spoken
;

but for the moment she had taken courage, and had resolved

that she would help herself

At length the day was there on >^hich Adrian Urmand wai
to come. It was his purpose to travel by Miilhouse and

It
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Remiiemont, and Michel Voss drove over to the latter town to

fetch him. It was felt by every one—it could not be but felt

—that there was something special in his coming. His arrival

now was not like the arrival of any one else. Maide, with all

lier resolution that it should be like usual arrivals at the inn,

could not avoid the making of some difference herself. A bet-

ter supper was prepared than usual ; and, at the last moment,
she herself assisted in preparing it. The young men clustered

round the door of the hotel earlier than usual to welcome the

new-comer. M. le Cur6 was there with a clean white collar

and with his best hat. Madame Voss had changed her gown,
and appeared in her own little room before her husband returii-

ed almost in her Sunday apparel. She had said a doubtful

word to Max'ie, suggesting a clean ribbon, or an altered frill.

Marie had replied only by a look. She would not have changed a

pin for Urmand's coming, had all Granpere come round her to tell

her that it was needful. If the man wanted more to eat than was
customary, let him have it. It was not for her to measure her

uncle's hospitality. But her ribbons and her pins were her own.

The carriage was driven up to the door, and Michel with his

young friend descended among the circle of expectant admirers.

Urmand was rich, always well dressed, and now he was to be

successful in love. He had about him a look as of a successful

prosperous lover, as he jumped out of the little carriage with his

pon manteau in his hand, and his greatcoat with its silk linings

open at the breast. There was a coufjciousness in him and in

every one there that he had not come now to buy linen. He
made his way into the little room where Madame Voss was

standing up waiting for 'him, and was taken by the hand by
her. Michel Voss soon followed them. " And where is Marie?"

Michel asked. An answer came from some one that Marie was
up-stairs. Supper would soon be ready and Marie was busy.

Then Michel sent up an order by Peter that Marie should come
down. But Marie did not come down
own room
brow. Marie had promised to try, and this was not trying.

He said no more till they went up to supper. There was Marie

standing as usual at the soup-tureen. Urmand walked up to

her, and they touched each dither's hand ; but Marie said never

a word. The frown on Michel's brow was very black, but

Marie went on dispensing her soup.

" She had gone to her
" Peter said. Then there came a frown on Michel's

I? (I
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CHAPTER VII.

BRIAN URMAND, in spite of his white hands and his

well-combed locks and the silk lining to his coat, had
so much of the spirit of a man that he was minded to

hold his head well up before the girl whom he wished to make
his wife. Michel during that drive from Remiremont had told

him that he might probably prevail. Michel had said a thou-

sand things in favour of his niece and not a word to her preju-

dice ; but he had so spoken, or had endeavoured so to speak,

as to make Urmand understand that Marie could only be won
with difficulty, and that she was perhaps unaccountably averse

to the idea of matrimony. " She is like a young filly, you know,
that starts and plunges when she is touched," he had said. " You
think there is nobody else ?" Urmand had asked. Then Michel

Voss had answered with confidence :
" I am sure there is nobody

else." Urmand had listened and said very little ; but when at

supper he saw that the uncle was ruffled in his temper and sat

silent with a black brow, that Madame Voss was troubled in

spirit, and that Marie dispensed her soup without vouchsafing

a look to any one, he felt that it behoved him to do his best,

and he did it. He talked freely to Madame Voss, telling her

the news from Basle—how at length he thought the French
trade was reviving, and how all the Swiss authorities were still

opposed to the German occupation of Alsace ; and how flax was
likely to be dearer then ever he had seen it ; and how the tra-

velling English were fewer this year than usual, to the great

detriment of the innkeepers. Every now and then he would
say a word to Marie herself, as she passed near him, speaking

in a cheery tone and striving his best to dispel a black silence

which on the present occasion would have been specially lugu-

brious. Upon the whole he did his work well, and Michel

Voss was aware of it ; but Marie Bromar entertained no gentle

thought respecting him. He was not wanted tliere, and he
ought not to have come. She had given him an answer, and
he ought to have taken it. Nothing, she declared to herself.

m
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was meaner than a man who would go to a girl's parents or

guardians for support, when the girl herself had told him that

she wished to have nothing to do with him. Marie had pro-

mised that she would tiy, but every feeling of her heart was
against the struggle.

After supper Michel with his young friend sat some time at

the table, for the innkeeper had brought forth a bottle of his

best Burgundy in honour of the occasion. When they had eat-

en their fruit, Madame Voss left the room, and Michel and
Adrian were soon alone together. " Say nothing to her till to-

morrow," said Michel in a low voice.

" I will not," said Adrian. " I do not wonder that she

should be put out of face if she knows why I have come."
" Of course she knows. Give her to-night and to-morrow

and we will see how it is to be."

At this time Marie was up stairs with the children, resolute

that nothing should induce her to go down till she should be

sure that their visitor had gone to his chamber. There were

many things about the house which it was her custom to see

in their place before she went to her rest, and nobody should

say that she neglected her work because of this dressed-up doll

;

but she would wait till she was sure of him—till she was sure

of her uncle also. In her present frame of mind she could not

have spoken to the doll with ordinary courtesy. What she

feared was that her uncle should seek her up-stairs.

But Michel had some idea that her part in the play ^\ as not

an easy one, and was minded to spare her for that night. But she

had promised to try, and she must be reminded of her promise.

Hitherto she certainly had not tried. Hitherto she had been

ill-tempered, petulant, and almost rude. He would not see her

himself this evening, but he would send a message to her by

his wife. " Tell her from me that I shall expect to see smiles

on her face to-morrow," said Michel Voss. And as he spoke

there certainly were no smiles on his own.
" I suppose she is flurried," said Madame Voss.
" Ah, flurried ! That may do for to-night. I have been very

good to her. Had she been my own I could not have been

kinder. I have loved her just as if she were my own. Of course

I look now for the obedience of a child."

" She does not mean to be undutiful, Michel." -
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" I do not know about meaning. I like reality, and I will

have it too. I consulted herself, and was more forbearing then

most fathers would be. I talked to her about it, and she pro-

mised me that she would do her best to entertain the man.
Now she receives him and me with an old frock and a sulky

face. Who pays for her clothes? She has everything she

wants—just as a daughter, and she would not take the trouble

to change her dress to grace my friend—as you did, as any
daughter would ! I am angry with her."

" Do not be angry with her. I think I can understand why
she did not put on another frock."

" So can I understand. I can understand well enough. I am
not a fool. What is it she wants, I wonder ? What is it she

expects 1 Does she think some Count from Paris is to come
and fetch her 1"

" Nay, Michel, I think she expects nothing of that sort."

" Then let her behave like any other young woman, and do as

she is bid. He is not old, or ugly, or a sot, or a gambler. Upon
my word and honour I can't conceive what it is that she wants.

I can't indeed." It was perhaps the fault of Michel Voss that

he could not understand that a young woman should live in

the same house with him, and have a want which he did not

conceive. Poor Marie ! All that she wanted now, at this mo-
ment, was to be let alone

!

Madame Voss, in obedience to her husband's commands,
went up to Marie and found her sitting in the children's room,

leaning with her head on her hand and her elbow on the

table, while the children were asleep around her. She was
waiting till the house should be quiet, so that she could go
down and complete her work. " Oh, is it you. Aunt Josey V*

she said. "I am waiting till uncle and M. Urmand are gone,

that I may go down and put away the wine and the fruit."

" Never mind that to-night, Marie."
" Oh yes, I will go down presently. I should not be happy

if the things were not put straight. Everything is about the

house everywhere. We need not, I suppose, become like

pigs because M. Urmand has come from Basle."

" No ; we need not be like pigs," said Madame Voss. " Come
into my room a moment, Marie. I want to speak to you.

Your uncle won't be up yet." Then she led the way and

'ny
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'* Your uncle is becoming angry, Marie,

Have I done anything to make him

Marie followed her.

because
"

** Because why 1

angry ?"

" Why are you so cross to this young man V*

" I am not cross, Aunt Josey. I went on just the same as I

always do. If Uncle Michel wants anything else, that if his

fault—not mine."
" Of course you Know what he wants, and I must say that

you ought to obey him. You gave him a sort of a promise, and
now he thinks that you are breaking it."

" I gave him no promise," said Marie stoutly.

"He says that you told him hat you would at any rate be

civil to M. Urmand."
" And I have been civil," said Marie.
" You did not speak to him."
" I never do speak to anybody," said Marie. " I have got

something to think of instead of talking to the people. How
would the things go, if I took to talking to the people, and left

everything to that little goose, Peter ? Uncle Michel is unrea-

sonable—and unkind."
" He means to do the best by you in his power. He wants

to treat you just as though you were his daughter."
" Then let him leave me alone. I don't want anything to

be done. If I were his daughter he would not grudge me per-

mission to stop at home in his house. I don't want anything

else. I have never complained."
" But, my dear, it is time that you should be settle^ in the

world."
" I am settled. I don't want any other settlement—if they

will only let me alone."

"Marie," said Madame Voss after a short pause, " I some-

times think that you still have got George Voss in your head.

'

" Is it that, Aunt Josey, that makes my uncle go on like

this 'i" asked Marie.
" You do not answer me, child."

" I do not know what answer you want. When George was

here I hardly spoke to him. If Uncle Michel is afraid of me,

I will give him my solemn promise never to marry any one

without his permission."



THE GOLDEN TJON OF GRANPKRK. 55
vv,.

" George Voss will never come back for yon," .sai<l Madame
Voss.

" He will come when I ask him," said Marie, flashing round

upon her aunt with all the fire of her bright eyi3s. " Does any
one say that I have done anything to bring him to mo 1 If so,

it is false, whoever says it. I have done nothing. He has

gone away, and let him stay, I shall not send for him. Uncle
Michel need not be afraid of me, because of George."

By this time Marie was speaking almost in a fury of passion,

and hei aunt was almost subdued by her. " Nobody is afraid

of you, Marie," she said.

" Nobody need be. If they will let me alone, I will do no
harm to anv one."

" But, Marie, you would wish to be married some day."
" Why should I wish to be married ? If I liked him I would

take him, but I don't. Oh, Aunt Josey, I thought you would
be my friend.

" I cannot be your friend, Marie, if you oppose your uncle.

He has done everything for you, and he must know best what is

good for you. There can be no reason against M. Urmand, and
if you persist in being so unruly, ho will only think that it is

because you want George to come back for you."
" I care nothing for George," said Marie, as she left the room

;

" nothing at all—nothing."

About half-an-hour afterwards, listening at her own door,

she heard the sound of her uncle's feet as he went to his room,

and knew that the house was quiet. Then she crept forth, and
wen£ about her busire-:« Nobody should say that she neglect-

ed anything because of this unhappiness. She brushed the

crumbs from the long table, and smoothed the cloth for the next

morning's breakfast , she put away bottles and dishes, and she

locked up cupboards, aixd saw thatthewindows i. id the doors were

fastened. Then she w^ "t down to her books in the little office

below stairs. In the performance of her daily duty there were

entries to be made and figures to be adjusted, which would

have been done in the course of the evei Ing, had it not been

that she had been driven up stairs by fear of her lover

and her uncle. But by the time that she took herself

up to bed, nothing had been omitted. And after the book was

closed she sat there, trying to resolve what she should do.

7: ft .>*:
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Nothing had, perhaps, given her so sharp a pang as her aunt's

assurance that George Voss would not come back to her, as her

aunt's suspicion that she was looking for his return. It was
not that she had been deserted, but that others should be able

to taunt her with her desolation. She had never whispered the

name of George to any one since he had left Granpere, and she

thought that she might have been spared this indignity. " If

he fancies that I want to interfere with him," she said to her-

self, thinking of her uncle, and of her uncle's plans in reference

to his son, " he will find that he is mistaken." Then it occur-

red to her that she would be driven to accept Adrian Urmand
to prove that she was heart-whole in regard to George Voss.

She sat there, thinking of it till the iilght was half-spent,

and when she crept up cold to bed, she had almost made up her

mind that it would be the best for her to do as her uncle wish-

ed. As for loving the man that was out of the question. But
then would it not be better to do without love altogether 1

.1 ^. ,
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CHAPTER Vill.

OW is it to be ?" said Michel to his niece the next
morning. The question was asked down-stairs in the
little room, while Urmand was sitting at table in the

chamber above waiting for the landlord. Michel Voss had begun
to feel that his visitor would be very heavy on hand, having
come there as a visitor and not as a man of business, unless he
could be handed over to the woman-kind. But no such hand-
ing would be possible, unless Marie would acquiesce. " How
is it to be," Michel asked. He had so prepared himself that

he was ready in accordance with a word or a look from his

niece either to be very angry, thoroughly imperious, and resolute

to have his way with the dependent girl, or else to be all smiles,

and kindness, and confidence, and affection. There was no-

thing she should not have, if she would only be amenable to

reason.
" How is what to be, Uncle Michel ?" said Marie,

The landlord thought that he discovered an indication of con-

cession in his niece's voice, and began immediately to adapt
himself to the softer courses. " Well, Marie, you know what it is

we all wish. I hope you understand that we love you well,

and think so much of you, that we would not entrust you to

any one living, who did not bear a high character and seem to

deserve you." He was looking into Marie's face as he spoke,

and saw that she was soft and thoughtful in her mood, not

proud and scornful as she had been on the preceding evening.
" You have grown up here with us, Marie, till it has almost

come upon us with surprise that you are a beautiful young wo-
man, instead of a great straggling girl."

" I wish I was a great straggling girl still."

" Do not say that, my darling. We must all take the world

as it is, you know. But here you are, and of course it is my
duty, and your aunt's duty

—
" it was always a sign of high good

humour on the part of Michel Voss, when he spoke of his wife

as being anybody in the household—" my duty and your aunt's

duty to see and do the best for you,"

It it
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" You have always done the best for me in letting me he

here."
" Well, my clear, I hope so. You had to he here, and you

fell into this way of life naturjilly. ]>ut somc^times, when 1

have seen you waiting on the people about the house, V\o
thought it Avasn't quite right."

" 1 think it was quite right. Peter couldn't do it all, and
he'd be sure to make a mess of it."

"We must have two Peters ; that's all. But as I was say

ing, that kind of thing was natural enough before you were

grown up, and had become—what shall 1 say 1—such a hand-

some young woman." Marie* laughed and turnedupherno.se
and shook her head, but it may be presumed that she received

some comfort from her uncle's compliments. " And then 1

began to see, and your aunt began to see, that it wasn't right

that you should spend your life handing up soup to the young
men here."

" It is Peter who always hands the soup to the young men,

"

Well, well, but you arc waiting upon them, and upon us."

I trust the day is never to come, imole, when Pm to h(!

ashamed of waiting upon you." When he heard this,

he put his arm round her and kissed her. Had he known at

that moment what her feelings were in regard to his son, hv

would have recommended Adrian Urmand to go back to Basle.

Had he known what were George's ieelings, he would at once

have sent for his son from Colmar.
" I hope you may give me my pipe and my cup of coffee

when I'm such an old fellow that I can't get up to help myself.

That's the sort of reward we look forward to from those we
love and cherish. But, Marie, when we see you as you are

now—your aunt and I—we feel that this kind of thing shouldn't

go on. We want the world to know that you are a daugh-

ter to us, not a servant."
" Oh, the world—the world,*'uncle !|Why should we care foi

the world ?"

" We must care, my dear. And you yourself, my dear— if

this went on for a few years longer, you yourself would become
very tired of it. It isn't what we should like for you, if you

were our own daughter. Can't you understand that f
" No, I can';.."

high h
"I
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" Yes, mj'^ dear, yes. I'm sure you do. Very well. Then
there comes this young man. I am not a bit surprised that he
should fall in love with you ;—because I should do it myself if

I were not your uncle." Then she caressed his arm. How was
she to keep he^i'self from caressing him, when he spoke so

sweetly to her. " We were not a bit suri)rised when he came
and told us how it was. Nobody could have behaved better.

Everybody must admit that. He spoke of you to me and to

your aunt as though you were the highest lady in the land."
*' I don't want any one to speak of mv, as though I were a

high lady."
" I mean in the way of respect, my dear. Every young wo-

man must wish to be treated with respect by any young man
who comes after her. Well ;—he told us at it was the greatest

wish of his life that you should be his wife. He's a man who
has a right to look for a wife, because he can keep a wife. He
has a house, and a business, and ready money."

" What's all that, uncle ?"

" Nothing ;—nothing at all. No more than that"—saying

which Michel Voss threw his right hand and arm loosely

abroad ;
—" no more than that, if he were not himself well-be-

haved along with it. We want to see you married to him

—

your aunt and I—because we are sure that he will be a good
husband to vou."

" But if 1 don't love him. Uncle Michel f
" Ah, my dear, that's where I think it is that you are

dreaming, and will gi.^ ^'j^» dreaming till you've lost yourself,

unless your aunt and I
interfer^^'^

prevent it. Love is all very

well. Of course you mc^g^ |^,.; your husband. B^t it doesn't

do for young women to i^ Siemselves be run away with by
romantic ideas ;—it doesn t indeed, my dear. I've heard of

young women who've fallen in love with statues and men in

armour out of poetry, and grand fellows that they put into

books, and there they've been waiting, waiting, waiting, till

some man in armour should come for them. The man in

armour doesn't come. But sometimes there comes somebody
who looks like a man in armour, and that's the worst of all."

"I don't want a man in armour, Uncle Michel."
" No, I dare say not. But the truth is you don't know what

you want. The proper thing for a young woman is to get her-
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self well settled, if she has the opportunity. There are people

who think so much of money, that they'd give a child almost to

anybody as long as he was rich. I shouldn't like to see you
marry a man as old as myself."

" I shouldn't care how old he was if I loved him."
" Nor to a curmudgeon," continued Michel, not caring to

notice the interruption, " nor to an ill-tempered fellow, or one

who gambled, or one who would use bad words to you. But
here is a young man who has no faults at all

"

"I liate people who have no faults," said Marie."
" Now you must give him an answer to-day or to-morrow.

You remember what you promised me when we were coming

home the other day." Marie remembered her promise very

well, and thought that a great deal more had been made of it

than justice would have permitted. " I don't want to hurry you

at all, only it makes me so sad at heart when my own girl won't

come and say a kind word to me and give me a kiss before we
part at night. 1 thought so much of that last night, Marie, I

couldn't sleep for thinking of it." On hearing this she flung

her arms round his neck and kissed him on each cheek and on

his lips. " I get to feel so, Marie, if there's anything wrong
between you and me, that I don't know what I'm doing. Will

you do this for me, my dear. Come and sit at table with us

this evening, and make one of us. At any rate come and show
that we don't want to make a servant of you. Then we'll put

off the rest of it till to-morrow." When such a request was

made to her in such words, how cov^^ gj^Ve not accede to it ? She
had no altfirnative but to sav fil'li. .^. ^ould do in this rpsnpnt,had no alternative but to sayj^'^^

gj^^
,^ould do in this respect

my saKe. i iiKe to see you gay ana pretty." Ag
nodded her head and again she kissed him. Such requests so

made she felt that it would be impossible that she should

refuse. ,

And yet when she came to think about it as she went about

the house alone, the granting of such request was in fact yield-

ing in everything. If she made herself smart for this young
man, and sat next to him, and smiled, and talked to him, con-

scious as she would be—and he would be also—that she was so

placed that she might become his wife^ how afterwards could
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she hold her ground 1 And if she were really resolute to hold

her ground, would it not be much better that she should do so

by giving up no point, even though her uncle's anger should

rise hot against her 1 But now she had promised her uncle,

and she knew that she could not go back from her word. It

would be better for her, she told herself, to think no more
about it. Things must arrange themselves. What did it mat-
ter whether she were wretched at Basle or wretched at Gran-
pere 1 The only thing that could give a charm to her life was
altogether out of her reach.

After this conversation, Michel went up stairs to his young
friend, and within a quarter of a hour had handed him over to

his wife. It was of course understood now that Marie was not

to be troubled till the time came for her to sit down at table

with her smart frock. Michel explained to his wife the full

amount of his success, and acknowledged that he felt that Marie
was already pretty nearly overcome.

" She'll try to be pleasant for my sake this evening," he said,

" and so she'll fall into the way of being intimate with him
;

and when he asks her to-morrow she'll be forced to take him."

It never occurred to him, as he said this, that he was form-

ing a plan for sacrificing the girl he loved. He imagined ii:at

he was doing his duty by his niece thoroughly, and was rather

proud of his ov/n generosity. In the afternoon Adrian Urmand
was taken out for a drive to the ravine by Madame Voss. They
both, no doubt, felt that this was very tedious ; but they were
by nature patient—quite unlike Michel Voss or Marie—and
each of them was aware that there was a duty to be done.

Adrian therefore was satisfied to potter about the ravine, and
Madame Voss assured him at least a dozen times that it was
the dearest wish of her heart to call him her nephew-in-law.

At last the time for supper came. Throughout the day
Marie had said very little to anyone after leaving her uncle.

Ideas flitted across her mind of various modes of escape. What
if she were to run away to her cousin's house at Epinal ; and
write from thence to say that the proposed marriage was im-

possible 1 But her cousin at Epinal was a stranger to her, and
her uncle had been to her the same as a father. Then she

thought of going to Colmar, of telling the whole truth to

George, and of dying when he refused her—as refuse her he

:<K
'
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would. But this was a dream rather than a plan. Or how
would it bo if she went to her uncle now at once, while the

young man was away at the ravine, and swear to him that no-

thing on earth should indue ) her to marry Adrian Urmand 1

But brave as Marie was, slie was afraid to do this. Ho had told

her how he suffered when they two did not stand well together,

and she; feared to be accused by him of unkindness and ingrati-

tude. And how would it be with her if she did accept tin;

man 1 She waff sufficiently alive to the necessities of the world
to know that it would be well to have a house of her own, and
a husband, and children if God would send them. She under-

stood ((uite as well as Michel Voss did that to be head waiter

at the Lion d'Or was not a career in life of which she could

have reason to be i)roud. As the afternoon went on she was in

great doubt. She spread the cloth, anil prepared the room for

supper, somewhat earlier than usual, knowing that she should

require some minutes for her toilet. It'was necessary that she

should explain to Peter that he must take upon himself some
self-action upon this occasion, and it may be doubted whether
she did this with perfect good humour. She was angry when
she had to look for him befori; she commenced her operations,

and scolded him because he could not understand without being

told why she went away and left him twenty minutes before

the bell was rung.

As soon as the bell was heard through the house, Michel

Voss, who was waiting below with his wife in a quite unusual

manner, marshalled the way up stairs. He had partly expect-

ed that Marie would join them below, and was becoming fid-

gety lest she should break away from her engagement. He
went first, and then followed Adrian aCnd Madame Voss to-

gether. The accustomed guests were all ready, because it had
come to be generally understood that this supper was to be as

it were a supper of betrothal. Madame Voss had on her black

silk gown. Michel had changed his coat and his cravat Adrian
Urmand was exceedingly smart. The dullest intellect could

perceive that there was something special in the wind. The
two old ladies who were lodgers in the house came out from

their rooms five minutes earlier than usual, and met the cwUge
from down stairs in the passage.

When Michel entered the room he at once looked round for
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Marie. There, slie was stuiuling at the soup tureen with her hack
to the company. IJut he could see tliat thert? luin*^ down some
ribbon from her waist, that lier frock was not tlu\ one slie imd
worn in tlie ni()rnin<:f, and that in tlie article of her attire she

had k(!i)t her word witli him. He wjus very awkward. When
one of th(? old ladies was about to seat herself in the chair next

to Adrian—in preparation for which it nuist be admitted that

Marie had made ct^rtain wicked arrangi^mcmta—Michel first by
signs and afterwards by audible words, intendetl to be whis-

pered, indicated to thelady that she wasreipiired to i)lace herself

elsewhere. This was hard ujjon the lady, as her own talde-

napkin and a cup out of which she wjus wont to diink, were
placed at that spot. Marie, standin;^- at the soup-tureiiU, lu-ard

it all, and became very spiteful. Then her uncle called to

her

—

" Marie, my dear, are you not coming i

" Presently, uncle," replied Marie, in a clear voice, as she

commenced to dispense the soup.

She ladled out all the souj) without once turning her face to-

wards the company, then stood for a few moments as if in

doubt, and after that walked boldly up to her place. She had
intended to sit next to her uncle, opposite to her lover, and
there had been her chair. Jjut Michel had insisted on bringing

the old lady round to the seat that Marie had inti^nded for her-

self, and so disarranging all her plans. The old lady had sim-

pered and smiled and made a little speech to M. Urmand,
'v!,iich everybody had heard. Marie, too, had heard it all. But
the thing had to be done, and she plucked up her courage and
did it. She placed herself next to her lover, and as she did so,

felt that it was necessary that she should say something at the

moment

:

" Here I am, Uncle Michel, but you'll find you'll miss me,

before supper is over."
" There is somebody would much rather have you than his

supper," said the horrid old lady opposite.

Then there was a pause, a terrible pause.
" Perhaps it used to be so when young men came to sup with

you, years ago ; but nowadays men like their supper," said

Marie, who was driven on by her anger to a ferocity which
she could not restrain.

\t\
1*. .
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" I did not mean to give offence,'* said the poor old lady

meekly.

Marie, as she thought of what she had said, repented so bit-

terly that she could hardly refrain from tears.

" There is no offence at all," said Michel angrily.

" Will you allow me to give you a little wine 1 " said Adrian,

turning to his neighbour.

Marie bowed her head and held her glass, but the wine re-

mained in it to the end of the supper, and there it was left.

When it was all over Michel felt that it had not been a suc-

cess. With the exception of her savage speech to the disagree-

able old lady, Marie had behaved well. She was on her mettle,

and very anxious to show that she could sit at table with Ad-
rian Urmand, and be at her ease. She was not at her ease,

but she made a bold fight—which was more than was done by
her uncle or her aunt. Michel was unable to speak in his or-

dinary voice or with his usual authority, and Madame Voss

hardly uttered a word. Urmand, whose position was the hard-

est of all, struggled gallantly, but was quite unable to keep up

any continued conversation. The old lady had been thorough-

ly silenced, and neither she nor her sister again opened their

mouth. When Madame Voss rose from her chair in order

that they might all retir^ the consciousness of relief was very

great.

For that night Marie's duty to Iier uncle was done. So much
had been understood. She was to dress herself and sit down
to supper, and after that she was not to be disturbed again till

the morrow. On the next morning she was to be subjected to

the grand trial. She understood this so well that she went
about the hou e fearless on that evening—fearless as regarded

the moment, fearful only as regarded the morrow.
"May I ask one question, dear 1 " said her aunt, coming to

her after she had gone to her own room. " Have you made up
your mind?

"

" No," said Marie ; " I have not made up my mind."
Her aunt stood for a moment looking at her, and then crept

out of the room.

In the morning Michel Voss was half-inclined to release his

niece, and to tell Urmand that he had better go back to Basle.

He could see that the girl was suffering, and after all, what was
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it that he wanted ? Only that she should be prosperous and hap-

py. His heart almost relented ; and at one moment, had Marie
come across him he would have released her. "ijet it go on,"

he said to himself, as he took up his hat and stick and went off

to the woods. " Let it go on. If she finds to-day that she

can't take him, I'll never say another word to press her." He
went up to the woods after breakfast, and did not come back

till the evening.

During breakfast Marie did not show herself at all, but re-

mained with the children. It was not expected that she should

8how herself. At about noon, as soon as her uncle had started,

her aunt came to her and asked her whether she was ready to

see M. Urmand. " I am ready," said Marie, rising from her

seat, and standing upright before her aunt.
" And where will you see him, dear ?

"

" Wherever he pleases," said Marie, with something that

was again almost savage in her voice.

" Shall ho come up-stairs to you ?

"

"What, here?"

"No; he cannot come here. You might go into the little

sitting-room."

"Very well. I will go into the little sitting-room." Then,
without saying another word, she got up, left the room, and
went along the passage to the chamber in question. It was a

small room, furnished as they. all thought at Granpere, with
Parisian elegance, intended for such visitors to the hotel as

might choose to pay for the charm and luxury of such an
apartment. It was generally found that visitors to Granpere
did not care to pay for the luxury of this Parisian elegance,

and the room was almost always empty. Thither Marie went,

and seated herself at once on the centre of the red, stuffy, vel-

vet sofa. There she sat, perfectly motionless, till there came a
knock at the door. Marie Bromar was a very handsome girl,

but as she sat there, all alone, with her hands crossed on her

lap, with a hard look about her mouth, with a frown on her

brow, and scorn and disdain for all around her in her eyes, she

was as little handsome as it was possible that she should make
herself. She answered the knock, and Adrian Urmand entered

the room. She did not rise, but waited till he had come close

i:
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up to her. Then she was the first to speak. " Aunt Josey
tells me that you want to see me," she said.

XJrmand's task was certainly not a pleasant one. Though
his temper was excellent, he i as already beginning to think

that he was being ill used. Marie, no doubt, was a very fine

girl ; but the match that he offered her was one at which no
young woman of her rank in all Lorraine or Alsace need have
turned up her nose. He had been invited over to Granpere
specially that he might spend his time in making love, and he

had found the task before him very hard and disagreeable. He
was afflicted with all the ponderous notoriety of an acknow-
ledged suitor's position, but was consoled with none of the usual

comforts. Had he not been pledged to make the attempt, he

would probably have gone back to Basle, as it was he was com-

pelled to renew his offer. He was aware that he could not

leave the house without doing so. But he was determined

that one more refusal should be the last.

" Marie," said he, putting out his hand to her, " doubtless

you know what it is that I would say."

"I suppose I do," she answered.
" I hope you do not doubt my true affection for you."

She paused a moment before she replied. "I have no rea-

son to doubt it," she said.

" No indeed. I love you with all my heart. I do truly.

—

Your uncle and aunt think it would be a good thing for both

of us tliat we should be married. What answer will you make
me, Marie 1

" Again she paused. She had allowed him to

take her hand, and as he thus asked hisquestion he was standing

opposite to her, still holding it. '" You have thought about it,

Marie, since I was here last 1-

"

" Yes ; I have thought about it."

" Well, dearest 1
"

" I suppose it had better be so," said she, standing up and

withdrawing her hand.

She had accepted him ; and now it was no longer possible

for him to go back to Basle, except as a betrothed man. She

had accepted him ; but there came upon him a wretched feeling

that none of the triumph of successful love had come to him.

—

He was almost disappointed, or if not disappointed, was at any

rate embarrassed. But it was necessary that he should imme-
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diately conduct himself as an engaged man. "And you will

love me, Marie ? " he said, as he again took her by the hand.
"' I will do my best," she said.

Then he put his arm round her waist and kissed her, and she

did not turn away her face from him. '' I will do my best also

to make you happy," he said.

" I am sure you will. I believe you. I know that you are

good." There was another pause during which he stood, still

embracing her " I may go now ; may I not V she said.

" You have not kissed me yet, Marie 1 " Then she kissed

him ; but the touch of her lips was cold, and lie felt that there

was no love in them. He knew, though he cauld hardly defiiic

the knowledge to himself, that she had accepted him in obe-

dience to her uncle. He was almost angry, but being caution :^

and even-tempered by nature he repressed the feeling. Hn
knew that he must take her now, and that he had oetter malie

the best of it. She would, he was sure, be a good wife, and the

love would probably come in time.
" We shall be together this evening ; shall we not ? " he

asked.
" Oh, yes," said Marie, " if you please." It was, as she

knew, only reasonable now that they should he together. Then
he let her go, and she walked off to her room.

m
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CHAPTER IX.

SUPPOSE it had better be so," Marie Bromar had said

to her lover, when in set form he made his proposition.

She had thought very much about it, and had come
exactly to that state of mind. She did suppose that it had
better be so. She knew that she did not love the man. She
knew also that she loved another man. She did not even

think that she should ever learn to love Adrian Urmand. She
had neither ambition in the matter, nor even any feeling of

prudence as regarded herself She was enticed by no desire

of position, or love of money. In respect to all her own feel-

ings about herself she would sooner have remained at the Lion

d'Or, and have waited upon the guests day after day, and month
after month. But yet she had supposed "that it had I etter be so."

Her uncle wished it,—wished it so strongly that ae believed

it would be impossible that she could remain an inmate in his

house, unless she acceded to his wishes. Her aunt manifestly

thought that it was her duty to accept the many and could not

understand how so manifest a duty, going hand in hand as it

did with so great an advantage, should be made a matter of

doubt. She had not one about her to counsel her to hold by
her own feelings. It was the practice of the world around her

that girls in such matters should do as they were Didden. And
then stronger than all there was the indifference to her of the

man she loved

!

Marie Bromir was a tine, high-spirited, animated girl ; but

it must not be thought that she was a highly educated lady, or

that time had been given to her amidst all her occupations, in

which she could allow her mind to dwell much on feelings of

romance. Her life had ever been practical, busy, and full of ac-

tion. As is ever the case with those who have to do chiefly with

things material, she was thinking more frequently of the oiiter

wants of those around her, than of the inner workings of (ser

own heart and personal intelligence. Would the bread rise

veil ? Would that bargain she made for poultry suffice for th<i
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house ? Wasthat lot of wine which she had persuaded her uncle

to buy of a creditable quality 1 Were her efforts for increas-

ing her uncle's profits compatible with satisfaction on the part

of her uncle's guests ? Such were the questions which from
day to day occupied her attention and filled her with interest.

And therefore her own identity was not strong to her, as it is

strong to those whose business permits them to look frequently

into themselves, or whose occupations are of a nature to pro-

duce such introsf '^ction. If her head ached, or had she lamed
her hand by anj' accident, she would think more of the injury

to the household arising from her incapacity thah of her own
pain. It is so, reader, with your gardener, your groom, or your
cook, if you will think of it. Till you tell them by your pity

that they are the sufferers, they will think that it is you who
are most affected by their ailments. And the man who
loses his daily wage because he is ill, complains ofhis loss and
not of his ailment, His own identity is half hidden from him
by the practical wants of his life.

Had Marie been disappointed in her love without the ajj-

pearance of any rival suitor, no one would have ever

heard of her love. Had George Voss married, she would have

gone on with her work without a sign of outward sorrow; or

had he died, she would have wept for him with no peculiar

tears. She did not expect much from the world around her

beyond this, that the guests should not complain about their

suppers as long as the suppers provided were reasonably good.

Had no great undertaking been presented to her, the perform-

ance of no heavy task demanded from her, she would have gone

on with her work without showing even by the altered colour

of Iw^r cheek that she was a sufferer. But this other man had
come,—this Adrian Urmand ; and a great undertaking was
presented ti her, and the performance of a heavy task was de

manded from her. Then it was necessary that there should

be identity of self and introspection. She had to ask herself

whether the task was practicable, whether its performance was
within the scope ofher powers. She told herself at first that it

was not to be done; that it was one which she would not even

attempt. Then as she looked at it more frequently, as she came
to understand how great was the urgency of her uncl<>; as she

came to find, in performing that task of introspection, how un

liife-ii;^
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important a person she was herself, she began to think that the

attempt might be made. " I suppose it aad better be so," she

had said. What was she that slie should stand in the way
of somany wishes ? As she hadworked for herbread in her uncle's

house at Granpere, so would she work for her bi'ead in her

husband's house at Basle. No doubt there were other things

to be joined to her work,—things, the thought of which dis-

mayed her. She hadfought against diem for a while; but, after

all, what was she,that she should trouble the world by fighting?

When she got to Basle she would er.deavour to see that the bread

should rise there, and the wine be sufficient, and the supper such

as her husband might wish it to I e.

Was it not the ?nanifest duty of every girl to act after tliis

fashion 1 Were not all marriages so arranged in the world a

round her 1 Among the Protestants of Alsace, as she knew,
therewassomegreaterlatitudeof choice than was ever allowed

bythe stricter discipline ofRoman Catholic education. Butthen
she was a Roman Catholic, as was her aunt ; and she was too

proud and too grateful to claim any peculiar exemption from

the Protestantism of her uncle. She had resolved during those

early hours of the morning that "it had better be so." She
thought then she could go through with it all, if only they

would not tease her, and ask her to wear her Sunday frock, and
force her to sit down with them at table. Let them seti,.^ the

day,—with a word oi two thrown in by herself to increase the

distance,—and she would be absolutely submissive, on condi-

tion that nothing should be required of her till the day should

come. There would be a bad week or two then while she was
being carried off to her new hom«; but she had looked forward

and had told herself that she would fill her mind with the care of

one man's house, as she had hitherto filled it with the care of

the house of another man.
*'So it is all right," said her [aunt, rushing up to her with

warm congratulations, ready to flatter her, prone to admire

her. It would be something to have a niece married to

AdrianUrmand, the successful young merchant of Basle. Marie
Bromar was already in her aunt's eyes something diff'erent

from her former self.

"I hope so, aunt."

"Hope so; but it is so, you have accepted him?
^'I hope it is right, T mean,"

I, ii ii
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" Of course it is right," said Madame Voss. " How can it be

wrongfora girl to accept the man whom all her friends wish her

to marry ? It must be right. And your uncle will be so hap})y.

"

"Dear uncle
!"

" Yes, indeed. He has been so good ; and it has made mf
wretched to see that he has been disturbed. He lias been as

anxious that you should be settled well, as though you had been

one of his own. And this will be to be settled well. T am
told that M. Urmand's house is one of those which look down
upon the river from near the church ; the very best position in all

thetown. And it is so full of everything, they say. His father

spared nothing for furniture when he was married. And they

say that his mother's linen was quite a sight to be seen. And
then, Marie, everybody acknowledges that he is such a nice-

looking young man !

"

But it was not a part of Marie's programme to be waked up
to enthusif^sm,—at any rate by her aunt. She said little oi-

nothing, and would not even condescend to consider that inter

esting question of the day of the wedding. "There is r 'fe

time enough for all that, Aunt Josey," she said, as she got up
to go about her work. Aunt Josey was almost inclined to re-

sent such usage, and would have done so, had not her respect

for her niece been so great.

Michel did not return till near seven, and walking straight

through his wife's room to Marie's seat of office came upon his

niece before he had seen any one else. There was an angry
look about his brow, for he had been trying to teach himself

that he was ill-used by his niece in spite of that half-formed reso •

lution to release her from persecution if sh(; were still firm in

her opposition to the marriage. "Well," he said as soon as he

saw her. "Well—how is it to be?" She got off her stool, and
coming close to him put up her face to be kissed. He under-

stood it all in a L oment, and the whole tone and colour of his

countenance was altered. There was no man whose
face would become more radiant with satisfaction than that of

Michel Voss,—when he was satisfied. Please him— and im-

mediately there would be an effort on his part to please every-

body around him. "My darling, my own one," he said "it is

all right."

She kissed him again, and pressed his arm, but said not a

'r^
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word. "I am so glad," he exclaimed; "I am so glad!" And
he knocked off his cap with his hand, not knowing what he was
doing "We shall have but a poor house without you, Marie;

—a very poor house. But it is as it ought to be. I have felt

for the last year or two, as you have sprung up to be such a wo
man among us, my dear, that there was only one place fit for such

a one. It is proper that you should be mistress wherever you

are. It has wounded me,—I don't mind saying it now,— it

has wounded me to see you waiting on the sort of people that

come here.

"

"I have only been too happy, uncle, in doing it.
"

"That's all very well; that's all very well, my dear. But 1

am older than you, and time goes quick with me. I tell you

it made me unhappy. I thoJight I wasn't doing my duty by

you. I was beginning to know that you ought to have a house

and servants of your own. People say that it is a great match

for you ; but I tell them that it is a great match for him. Per-

haps it is because you've been my own in a way, but I don't see

any girl like you round the country."

"You shouldn't say such things to flatter me. Uncle Michel."

"I choose to say what I please, and think what I please, about

my own girl," he said, with his arm close wound around her.

'^ I say it's a great match for Adrian Urmand, and 1 am quite

sure that he will not contradict me. He has had sense enough

to know what sort of a young woman will make the best wife for

him, and I respect him for it. I shall always respect Adrian

Urmand because he has known better than to take up with one

of your town-bred girls, who never learn anything except how to

flaunt about with as much finery on their backs as they can

get their people to give them. He might have had the pick of

them at Basle,—or at Strasbourg either, for the matter of that,

but he has thought my girl better than them all ; and I love him

for it —m I do. It was to be expected that a young fellow

with means to please himself should choose to have a good

looking wife to sit at his table with him. Who'll blame him for

that 1 And he has found the prettiest in all the country round

But he has wanted something more than good looks,—and he

has got a great deal more. Yes; I say it, I, Michel Voss,

though I am your uncle ;—that he has got the pride of the

whole country round. My darling, my own one, my child
!"



THE GOLDEN LlUN OF GKANFKRK. 73

All this was said with many interjections, and with sundry
pauses in the spf 3ch, during which Michel caressed his niece,

and pressed her to his breast and signified h joy by all the

outward modes of expression which a man ^ > demonstrative

knows how to use. This was a moment of great triumph to

him, because he had begun to despair of success in this matter

of the marriage, and had told himself on this very morning that

the affair was almost hopeless. While he had been up in the

wood he had asked himself how he would treat Marie in conse-

quence of her disobedience to him; and he had at last succeed-

ed in producing within his ov/n breast a state of mind that

was not perhaps very rea^^nable, but which was consonant with

his character. He won ih her know that he was angry
with her,—very angry witL "ler ; that she had half broken his

heart bv her obstinacy : but after that she should be to him his

own Marie again. He would not throw her off, because she

disobeyed him. He could not throw her off, because he loved

her, and knew of no 'ay by which he could get rid of his love.

But he would be very angry, and she should know of his anger.

He hadcome home wearing a black cloud on his brow, and in-

tendingto be black. But all that was changed in a moment, and
his only thought now was how to give pleasure to this dear one.

It is something to have a niece who brings such credit on the

family

!

Marie, as she listened to his praise and his ecstasies, knowing
by a sure instincl every turn of his thoughts, tried to take joy

to herself in that she had given joy to him. Though he was
her uncle, and had in fact been her master, he was actually the

one real friend whom she had made for herself in her life.

There had been a month or two of something more than friend-

ship with George Voss ; but she was too wise to look much at

that now. Michel Voss was the one being in the world whom
she knew best, of whom she thought most, whose thoughts

and wishes she had most closely studied,whose interests were ever

present to her mind. Perhaps it may be said of every human
heart in a sound condition that it must be specially true to some
other one human heart; but it may certainly be so said of every

female heart. The object may be changed from time to time,

—may be changed very suddenly, as when a girl's devotion is

transferred with the consent of all her friends from her mother

' I

•f;'i:
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to her lover ; or very slowly as when a mother's is transferred

from her husband to some favourite child ; but, unless self

worship be predominant, there is always one friend to whom
the woman's breast is true.—for whom it is the woman's joy to

offer herself in sacrifice. Now with Marie Bromar that one
being had been her uncle. She prospered, if he prospered.

His comfort was her comfort. Even when his palate wa»
pleased, there was some gratification akin to animal enjoy-

ment on her part. It was ease to her, that he should be at

his ease in his arm-chair. It was mirth to her that he should
laugh. When he was contented she was satisfied. When he

was ruffled she was never smooth. Her sympathy with him
was perfect ; and now that he was so radiant with triumph,

though his triumph came from his victory over herself, she

could not deny him the pleasure of triumphing with him.
" Dear uncle," she said still caressing him, " I am so glad

that you are pleased."
" Of course it will be a poor house without you, Marie. As

for me it will be just as though I had lost my right leg and

my right arm. But what ! A man is not always to be thnik-

ing of himself. To see you treated by all the world as you

ughtto be treated,—as I should choose that my own daughter

should be treated,—that is what I have desired. Sometimes
when I've thought of it all when I've been alone, I have been

mad with myself for letting it go on as it has done."

"It has gone on very nicely, I think, uncle Michel." She

knew how worse than useless it would be now to try and make
him understand that it would be better for them both that

she should remain with him. She knew, to the moving of a

feather, what she could do with him and what she could not.

Her immediate wish was to enable him to draw all possible

pleasure from his triumph of the day, and therefore she would

say no word to signify that his glory was founded on her

sacrifice.

Then again came up the question of her position at supper,

but there was no difficulty in the arrangement made between

them. The one gala evening of grand dresses—the evening

which had been intended to be a gala, but which had turned

out to be almost funereal—was over. Even Michel Voss himself

did not think it necessary that Marie should come in to supper

M
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with her silk dress two nights running ; and he himself had
found that that changing of his coat had impaired his comfort.

He could eat his dinner and his supper in his best clothes on

Sunday, and not feel the inconvenience ; but on other occasions

tliose unaccustomed garments were as heavy to him as a suit

of armour. Tlieie was, therefore nothing more said about
clothes. Marie was to dispense her soup as usual—expressing

ji confident assurance that if Peter were as yet to attempt this

special branch of (hity the whole supper would collapse—and
tlien she was to take her place at the table, next to her uncle.

Everybody in the house, everybody in Granpere, knew that

tiie marriage had been jn'ranged, and the old lady who had
been so dreadfully snul)bed by Marie, had forgiven the offence,

acknowledging that Marie's position on that evening had been

one of difficulty.

But those arrangements had reference only to two days.

After two days, Adrian was to return to Basle, and to be seen

no more at Granpere till he came to claim his bride. In regard

to the choice of the day, Michel declared roundly that no con-

straint should be put upon Marie. She showed him her full

privileges, and no one should be allowed to interfere with her.

On this point Marie had brought herself to be almost indiffer-

ent. A long engagement was a state of things which would
have been quite incompatible with such a betrothal. Any delay

that could have been effected would have been a delay, not of

months but of days,—or at most of a week or two. She had

made up her mind that she would not be afraid of her wedding.

She would teach herself to have no dread either of the man or of

the thing. He was not a bad man, and marriage in itself was
honourable. She formed ideas also of some future true friend-

ship for her husband. She would endeavour to have a true so-

Hcitude for his interests, and would take care, at any rate, that

nothing was squandered that came into her hands. Of what
avail would it be to her that she should postpone for a few
days the beginning of a friendship that was to last all her life?

Such postponement could only be induced by a dread of the

man, and she was firmly determined that she would not dread
him. When they asked her, therefore, she smiled and said

very little. What did her aunt think ?

Her aunt thought that the marriage sh' uld be settled fov
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the earliest possible day,,—though she never quite expressed

her thoughts. Madame Voss, tliough she did not generally

obtain much credit for clear seeing, had a clearer insight intu

the state of her niece's mind than had her husband. She still

believed that Marie's heart was not with Adrian Urmand.
But, attributing perhaps no very great importance to a young
girl's heart, and fancying that she knew that in this instance

the young girl's heart could not have its own way. She was
quite in favour of the Urmand marriage. And if they were

to be married, the sooner the better. Of that she had uo

doubt. " It's best to have it over always as soon as possible,"

she said to her husband in private, nodding her head, and

looking much wiser than usual.

" I won't have Marie hurried," said Michel.
" We had better say some day next month, my dear," said

Madame Voss, again nodding her head. Michel struck by the

peculiarity of her voice, looked into her face, and saw thf;

unaccustomed wisdom. He made no answer, but after a whilf

nodded his head also, and went out of the room a man con

vinced. There were matters between women, he thought,

which men can never quite understand. It would be very

bad if there should be any slip here between the cup and the

lip ; and, no doubt, his wife was right.

It was Madame Voss at last who settled the day,—the 15th

of October, just four weeks from the present time. This she

did in concert with Adrian Urmand, who, however, was veiy

docile in her hands. Urmand, after he had been accepted,

soon managed to bring himself back to that state of mind in

which he had regarded the possession of Marie Bromar as very

desirable. For some four-and-twenty hours, during which he

had thought himseli to be ill-used, and had meditated a re

treat from Granpere, he ha.^ contrived to teach himself that

he might possibly live without her ; but as soon as he wa.=«

accepted, and when the congratulations of the men and women
of Granperewere showereddown upon him in quick succession,—

so that the fact that the thing was to be became assured to him,

—he soon came to fancy again that he was a man as success

ful in love as he was in the world's goods, and that this acqui

sition of Marie's hand was a treasure in which h , could take

delight, He undoubtedly would be ready by the day named,
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and would go home and prepare everything for Marie's arrival.

They were very little together as lovers during those two
days, but it was necessary that there should be an especial

parting. " She is up-stairs in the little sitting-room," Aunt
Josey said ; and up-stairs to the little sitting-room Adrian
Urmand went,

" I am come to say good-bye," said Urmand.
"Good-bye, Adrian." said Marie, putting both her hands in

liis, and offering her cheek to be kissed.
" I shall come back with such joy for the 15th," said he.

She smiled, an'd kissed his cheek, and still held his hand.
•* Adrian." she said.

"My lovef"
" As I believe in the dear Jesus, I will do my best to be a

good wife to you." Then he took her in his arms, and kissed

her close, and went out of the room with tears streaming down
his cheeks. He knew now that he was in truth a happy man,
and that God had been good to him in this matter of his fu-

ture wife

tit.
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your cousin Marie is to be married to Adrian Urmuiid,
the young liuen merchant at Basle," said Madame Far-

agon one morning to George Voss. In this maniiei

were the first assured tidings of the coming marriage conveyed t»»

the rival lover. This occurred a day or two after the betrothal,

when Adrian was back at Basle. No one at Granpere had

thought of writing an express letter to George on the subject.

George's father might have done so, had the writing of letters

been a customary thing with him ; but his correspondence was

not numerous, and such letters as he did write were short, and

always confined to matters concerning his trade. Madame Voss

had, however, sent a special message toMadame Faragon, as soon

as Adrian had gone, thinking that it would be well that in

this way George should learn the truth.

It had been fully arranged by this time that George Voss

was to be the landlord of the hotel at Colmar on and from the

first day of the following year. Madame Faragon was to be al-

lowed to sit in the little room down-stairs, to scold the servants,

and to make the strangers from a distance believ e that her author-

ity was unimpaired. She was also to receive a moderate annual

pension in money in addition to her board and lodging. For

these considerations, and on condition that George Voss should

expend a certain sum of money in renewing the faded glories

of the house, he was to be the landlord in full enjoyment of all

real power on the first ofJanuary following. Madame Faragon,

when she had expressed her agreement to the arrangement

which was indeed almost in all respects one of her own creation,

wept and wheezed and groaned bitterly.. She declared that

she would soon be dead, and so trouble him no more. Never-

theless, she especially stipulated that she should have a new

arm-chair for her own use, and that the feather bed in her own

room should be renewed.
" So your cousin Marie is to be married to Adrian Urmand,

tlie youn^ linen merchant at Basle," said Madame Faragon.

{ i
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" Who says so? " demanded George, He asked his question

in a quiet voice ; but, though the news had reached him thus

suddenly, he had sufficient control over himself to prevent

any plain expression of his feelings. The thing which had been
told him had gone into his heart like a knife ; but he did not in-

tend that Madame Faragon should know thi t he had been
wounded.

" It is quite true. There is no doubt about it. Stodel's

man with the roulage brought me word direct from your step-

mother." George immediately began to inquire within him
self why Stodel's man with the roulage had not brought some
word direct to him, am- answered the question to himself not
altogether incorrectly. " Oh, yes," continued Madame Fari\gon,
" it is quite true—on the 15th of October. I suppose you
will be going over to the wedding." This she said in her us-

ual whining tone of small complaint, signifying thereby how
areat would be the grievance to herself to be left alone at that

special time.
'' I shall not go to the wedding," said George. '' They can bo

married, if they are to be married, without me."

"They are to be married; you may be quite sure of that."

1' t

Madame Paragon's grievance now consisted in the amount of

doubt which was being thrown on the tidings which had been

sent direct to her. "Of course you will choose to havo a

doubt, because it is I who tell you."
" I do not doubt it at all. I think it is very likely. I was

well aware before that my father \vished it."

" Of course he would wish it, George. How should he not

wish it ? Marie Bromar never had .i franc of her own in her

life, and it is not to be expected that he, with a family of

young children at his heels, is to give her a dot.

" He will give her something. He will treat her as though
she were a daughter."
" Then I think he ought not. But your father was always a

romantic, headstrong mun. At any rate, there she is—bar-maid,

as we may say, in the hotel—much the same as our Floschen

here ; and, of course, such a marriage as this is a great tiling
;

a very great thing,*indeed. How should they not wdsh it ?

"

" Oh, if she likes him -!
"
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'• Like him 'i Of course she will like him. Why should

she not like him ? Young, and good-looking, with a fine bnsi

ness, doesn't owe a sou, I'll be bound, and with a housefull of

furniture. Of course, she'll like him. 1 don't suppose there is

so much difficulty about that."

" I dare say not," said George. " I believe that women's lik-

ings go after that fashion, for the most part."

Madame Faragon, not understanding this general sarcasm

against her sex, continued the expression of her opinion about

the coming marriage. " I don't suppose anybody will think oi

blaming Marie Bromar for accepting the match when it was

proposed to her. Of course, she would do as she was bidden,

and could hardly be expected to say that the man was above

her."
" He is not above her," said George in a hoarse voice.

" Marie Bromar is nothing to you, George ; nothing in blood

;

nothing beyond a most distant cousin. They do say that sho

has grown up good-looking."
" Yes ; she is a handsome girl."

" When I remember herasa child she was broad and dumpy,
and they always come back at last to what they were as child

ren. But of course M. Urmand only looks to what she is now.

She makes her hay while the sun shines ; but I hope the people

won't say that your father has caught him at the Lion d'Or,

and taken him in."

" My father is not the man to care very much what anybod)

says about such things."

"Perhaps not so much as he ought, George," said Madamf-

Faragon, shaking her head.

After that George Voss went about the house for some hours.

doing his work, giving his orders, and going through the usual

routine of his day's business. As he did so, no one guessed thut

his mind was disturbed. Madame Faragon had not the slight-

est suspicion that the matter of Marie's marriage was a cause

of sorrow to him. She had felt the not unnatural envy of a

woman's mind in such an affair, and could not help expressing

it, although Marie Bromar was in some sort connected witl'

herself. But she was sure that such an arrangement would be

regarded as a family triumph by George—unless, indeed, he

should be inclined to quarrel with his father for over-generosity
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in that matter of the dot. " It is lucky that you got your little

bit of money before this affair was settled, ' said she.

" It would not have made the difference of a copper sou,"

said George Voss, as he walked angrily out of the old woman's
room. This was in the evening, after supper, and the greater

part of the day had passed since he had first heard the news.

Up to the present moment he had endeavoured to shake the

matter off from him, declaring to himself that grief—or at

least any outward show of grief—would be unmanly and un-

worthy of him. With a strong resolve he had fixed his mind
upon the affairs of his house, and had allowed himself to medi-

tate as little as might be possible. But the misery, the agony,

had been then present with him all these hours—and had been

made the sharper by his endeavours to keep it down and banish

it from his thoughts. Now, as he went out from Madame
Faragon's room, having finished all that it was his duty to do,

he strolled into the town, and at once began to give way to his

thoughts. Of course he must think about it. He acknow
ledged that it was useless for him to attempt to get rid of the

matter and let it be as though there were no such persons in the

world as Marie Bronmr and Adrian Urmand. He must think

about it ; but he might so give play to his feelings that no one
should see him in the moments of his wretchedness. He went
out, therefore, among the dark walks in the town garden, and
there, as he paced one alley after another in the gloom, he re-

velled in the agony which a passionate man feels when the

woman he loves is to be given into the arms of another.

As he thought of his own life during the past year or fifteen

months, he could not but tell himself that his present suffering

was due in some degree to his own fault. If he really loved

this girl, and if it had been his intention oo try and win her

tor himself, why had he taken his father at his word and gone
away from Granpere "? And why, having left Granpere, had
he taken no trouble to let her know that he still loved her ?

As he asked himself the^e questions, he was hardly able himself

to understand the pride which had driven him away from his

old home, and which had kc^pt him silent so long. She had
promised him that she would be true to him. Then had come
those few words from his father's mouth, words which he

is father should never have spoken to him, and hethought ^

F

.1
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had gone away, telling himselT that he would come back and
fetch her as soon as he could offer her a home independently of

his father. If, after the promises she had made to him, she

would not wait for him without further words and further vovrs,

she would not be worth the haViUg. In gbing, he had not pre-

cisely told himself that there should bo no intercourse between
them for twelve months, but the silence which he had main-
tained, and his continued absence, had been the consequence of

the mood of his mind and the tenour cf his purpose. The
longer he had been away from Granpere without tidings from
any one there, the less possible had it been that he should send
tidings from himself to his old home. He had not expected mes-

sages. He had not expected any letter. But when nothin<'

came, he told himself over and over again that he too would be

silent, and would bide his time, Then Edmond Greisse had
come to Colmar, and brought the first rumour of Adrian
Urmand's proposal of man sage.

The reader will perha]:»s remember that George, when he

heard this first rumour, had at once made up his mind to go

over to Granpere, and that he went. He went to Granpere

partly believing, and partly disbelieving Edmond's story. If it

were untrue, perhaps iiui; might say a word to him that would
comfort him and give him new hope. If it were true, she

woidd have to tell him so ; and then he would say a word that

sh..-!d tear her heart, if her heart was to be reached. But he

world never let her know that she had torn his own to rags I

That was the pride of his manliness ; and yet he was so boyisli

as not to know that it should have been for him to make those

overtures for a renewal of love, which he hoped Marie would

make to him. He had gone over to Granpere, and the reader

will perhaps again remember what had passed between him and

Marie. Just as he was leaving her he had asked her whether

she was to be married to this man. He had made no objection

to such a marriage. He had spoken no word of the constancy

of his own affection. In his heart there had been anger against

her because she had spoken no such word to him—as of course

there was also in her heart against him, very bitter and very

hot. If he wished her to be true to him, why did he not say

so ? If he had given her up, why did he come there at all I

Why did he ask any questions about her marriage, if on his own
behalf he had no statement to make—no assurance to give!
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What was iier marriage, or her refusal to be iiiitiried to imn i

Was she to tell him that as he had deserted her aid h she could

not busy herself to overcome her love, therefoi ^^Le /as minded
to wear the willow forever 1 " If my uncle ai, \ ?\PT;.t choose to

dispose of me, I cannot help it," she had saiil Tlien he had
left her, and she had been sure that for him that early game of

love was a game altogether played out. Now, as he walked
along the dark paths of the town garden, something of the

truth came upon him. Ho made no excuse for Marie Kromar.

She had given him a vow, and should have been true to her

vow, so he said to himself a dozen times. He had never been
false. He had shown no sign of falseness. True of heart, he

had remained away from her only till he might come and claim

her, and bring her t(j a house that he could call his own. This

{Jso he told himself a dozen times. But, nevertheless, there

was a very agony of remorse, a weight of repentcince, in that he

had not striven to make sure of the prize when he had been at

Granpere before the marriage was settled. Had she loved him
as she ought to have loved him. had she loved hiui as ne loved

her, there should have been no question possible to her of mar-

riage with another man. But still he repeuttd, lu thnt he had
losrwhat he desired, and might perhaps have then obtained it

for himself.

But the strong feeling of his breast, rhe str^^ngest next to his

love, was a desire to be revenged. H«. ^are^ little now for his

father, little for that personal dign' > which he had intended

to return by his silence, little for peruniiay adv.uitages and
prudential motives, in comparison with l\h strong desire t"

punish Marie for her ' ''rfidy. He w(»uld go over to Granpert

.

and fall among them like a thunderbolt. Like a thunderbolt, at

any rate, he would fall upon the head of Marie Bromar. Tlie

very words of her love promises were still firm in his mtimory,

and he would see if she also could be made to reinem]>er them.
" 1 shall go o^ >!r to Granpere the day after to-moiiow,"

lie said to Madame Faragon, as he caugh*^ her just bef<He, .she

retired for the night.
*' To Granpere the day after to-morrov/ ? iVnd \vhy V
" Well, I don't know that 1 can say exactly why. I shall

not be at the marriage, but I should like to see them nrst. I

shall go the day after to-morrow."

And he went to Granpere on the day he tixed.

'ij 1

1
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iROBABLY Olio night only, but I won't make any pro-

mise," George liad said to Madame Faragon, when
she asked him how long he intended to stay at Gran

pere. As he took one of the horses belonging to the inn and

drove himself, it seemed to be certain that he would not stay

long. He started all alone, early in the morning, and reached

Granpere before twelve o'clock. His mind was full of painful

thoughts as he went, and as the little animal ran quickly down
the mountain road into the valley in which Granpere lies, h-

almost wished that his feet were not so fleet. What was In-

to say when he got to Granpere, and to whom was lie to say

it]

When he reached the angular court along two sides of which

the house wo« built he did not at once enter the front door,

Nono of the family were then about the place, and he could,

therefore, go into the stable and ask a question ov two of the

man who came to meet him. His father, the man told him,

had gone up early to the wood-cutting and would not probabl}'

return till the afternoon. Madame Voss was no doubt inside,

as was also Marie Bromar. Then the man commenced an

elaborate account of the betrothals. There never had been at

Granpere any marriage that had been half so important as

would be this marriage ; no lover coming thither had ever been

blessed with so beautiful and discreet a maiden, and no maiden

of Granpere had ever before had at her feet a lover at the same

time so good-looking, so wealthy, so sagacious, and so good-

tempered. The man declared that Adrian was the luckiest fel

low in the world in tinding such a wife, but his enthusiusm vim-

to the higliest pitch when he spoke of Marie's luck in finding-

such a husband. There was no end to the good with which she

would be endowed ;

—" linen," said the man, holding up his

hands in admiration, " that will last out all her grandchildren

at least
!

" George listened to it all, and smiled, and said a

word or two—was it worth his while to come all the way to
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Granpere to throw his thunaerbolt at a girl who had been cap-

tivated by promises of a chest full of house linen !

George told the man that he would go up to the wood-cut-

ting after his fatiier ; but before he whs out of the <3ourt he

changed his mind and slowly entered the house. Wiiy should

he go to his father ? What had he to say to his fatluir about

the marriage that could not be better said down at tb.e house (

After all, he had but little ground of complaint against his

father. It was Marie who had been untrue to him, and it was
on Marie's head that his wrath should fall. No doubt his

father would be angry with him when he should have thrown
liis thunderbolt. It could not, as he thought, be hurled effectu-

ally without his father's knowledge ; but he need not tell his

father the errand on which he had come. So he changed his

mind and went into the inn.

He entered the house almost dreading to see her whom Ik?

was seeking. In wiicit way should he first express his wrath ?

How should he show her the wreck which by her inconstancy

she had made of his happiness ? His first words must, if pos-

sible, be spoken to her alone ; and yet alone he could hardly

hope to find her. And he feared her. Though he was resolved

to speak his mind, yet he feared her. Though he intended to

fill her with remorse, yet he dreaded the effect of her words
upon himself. He knew how strong she c(juld be, and how
steadfast. Though his passion told him every hour, was telling

him all day long, that she was false as hell, yet there was some-

tliing in him of judgment, something rathca- of instinct, which
told him also that she was not bad, that she was a firm-hearted,

high-spirited, great-minded girl, who woidd have r(;asons to

give for the thing that she was doing.

He went through into the kitchen before he met any one,

and there he found Madame Voss with the cook and Peter.

Immediate explanations had, of course, to be made as to his

unexpected arrival :— questions asked and suggestions offered.

" Came he in peace or came he in war ? " Had he come because

he had heard of the betrothals ? He admitted that it was so.

" And are you glad of it ? " asked Madame V^oss. " You will

congratulate her with all your heart."

"I will congratulate her certainly," said George. Then the

oook and Peter began with a cojuous flow of domestic elocjuence

m •<
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that my ftither cares moro

She lives in the house with

to 'leclare how great a marriage this was for the Lion d'Or ;

—

how pleasing to the master, how creditable to the village, hoM'

satisfactory to the friends, how joyous to the bridegroom, how
triumphant to the bride !

" No doubt she will have plenty to

e^at ajul drink, and fine clothes to weai', and an excellent house

over licr head," said George in his bitterness.

" And she will be married to one of the most respectabh*

yoimg men in all Switzerland," said Madame Voss in a tone of

much anger. It was already quite clear to Madame Voss, to the

<;ook, and to Peter, that George had not come over from Colmin-

simply to express his joyous satisfaction at his cousin's good

fortune.

He soon walked through into the little sitting-room, and his

step-mother followed him. " George," she said, " you will dis-

please your father very much if you say anything unkind about

Marie."
" I know very well," said he,

for Marie than he does for me."
" That is not so, George."

"I do not blame him for it.

him, while 1 live elsewhere. It was natural that she should

})e more to him than I am, after he had sent me away. But

he has no right to suppose that I can have the same feelini;

that he has about this marriage. I cannot think it the finest

thing in the world for all of us that Mane Bromar should suc-

ceed in getting a rich young man for her husband, who, as far

as 1 can sec, never had two ideas in his head."
" He is a most industrious young man, who thoroughly

imderstands his business. I have heard people say that there

is no one comes to Granpere who can buy better than he can."

" Very likely not."
" At any rate it is no disgrace to be well off."

" It is a disgrace to think more of that than anything else.

But never mind. It is no use talking about it, words won't

mend it."

" Why then have you come here now ?

"

" Because I want to see my father." Then he remembered
how false was this excuse ; and remembered also how soon its

falseness would appear. " Besides, though I do not like this

match, I wish to see Marie once again before her marriage. I
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es more

shall never see her after it. That is the reason why I have

come. I suppose you can give me a bed."
" Oh, yes, there are beds enough." After that there .s some

pause, and Madame Voss hardly knew how to treat her step-

son. At last she asked him whether he would have dinner, and
an order was given to Peter to prepare something for the young
master in the small room. And George asked after the child-

ren, and in this way the dreaded subject was for oome minutes
laid on one side.

In the meantime, information of George's arrival had been
taken up-stairs to Marie. She had often wondered what sign

he would make when he should hear of her engagement.
Would he send her a word of affection, or such customary pre-

sent as would be usual between two persons so nearly connect-

ed ? Would he come to her marriage 1 And what would be

his own feelings ? She too remembered well, with absolute

accuracy, those w.arm, delicious, heavenly words of love which
had passed between them. She could feel now the pressure of

his hand and the warmth of his kiss, when she swore to him
that she would be his for ever and ever. After that he had
left her, and for a year had sent no token. Then he had come
again, and had simply asked her whether she were engaged to

another man ; had asked with a cruel indication that he at

least intended that the old childish words should be forgotten.

Now he was in the house again, and she would have to hear his

congratulations !

She tliouglit for some quarter of an hour what .she had bet-

ter do, and then she determined to go down to him at once.

The sooner the first meetinsr was over the better. Were she to

remain away from him till they should be brought together at

the supper-table, there would almost be a necessity for her to

explain her conduct. She would go down and treat him exact-

ly as she might have done, had there never been any special

love between them. She would do so as perfectly as her

strength might enable her ; and if she failed in aught, it would
be better to fail before her aunt, than in the presence of her

uncle. When she had resolved, she waited yet another minute
or two, and then she went down-stairs.

As she entered her aunt's room George was sitting before the

stove, while Madame Voss was in her accustomed chair, and
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Peter was preparing the table for his young master's dinner.

George arose from his seat at once, and then came a look of

pain across his face. Marie saw it at «jnce, and almost loved

him the more because he suffered. " I am so glad to see you,

George," she said. " I arn so glad that you have come."

She liad offered him her hand, and of course he had taken it

" Yes," he said, " 1 thought it best just to run over. We shall

be very busy at the hotel before long."
*' Does that mean to say that you are not to be here for my

marriage ?
" This she said with her sweetest smile, making all

the effort iu her power to give a gracious tone to her voice. It

was better, to plunge at the subjjict at once.
" No," said he. " I siiall not be here then."
" Ah—your father will miss you so much ! But if it cannot

be, it is very good of you to come now. There woidd have
been something sad in going away from the old house without

seeing you once more. And though Colmarand Basle are very

near, it will not be the same as in the dear old home ;—will it,

George 1 " There was a touch about her voice as she called him
l)y his name, that nearly killed him. At that moment his

hatred was strongest against Adrian. Why had such an

upstart as that, a puny, miserable creature, come between him
and the only thing he had ever seen in the guise of a woman
that could touch his heart? He turned round with his back to

the table and his face to the stove, and said nothing. But he

was able, when he no longer saw her, when her voice was not

sounding in his ear, to swear that the thunderbolt should be

hurled all the same. His journey to Granpere should not be

made for nothing. " I must go now," she said presently. '' 1

shall see you at supi)er, shall I not, George, when uncle will be

with us 1 Uncle Michel will be so delighted to find you. And
you will tell us of the new doings at the hotel. Good-bye for

the present, George." Then she was gone before he had spoken

another word.

He ate his dinner, and smoked a cigar about the yard, and

then said that he would go out and meet his father. He did

go out, but did not take the road by which he knew that his

father was to be found. He strolled off to the ravine, and
came back only when it was dark. The meeting between him
and his father was kindly ; but there was no special word
spoken, and thus they all sat down to supper.
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CHAPTER XTI.

<2^

]

TTLT became; necobsary as CJeorgt* Voss sat at supp»M- with his

jJif father an«l Madame Voss that he shoukl fix tlie time of
'^'^

his return to Cohnar, and lie did so tor the early morning
of the next day but one. He had told Madanit; Faragon that

he expected to stay at (rranpere but one night. He felt how
ever after his arrival that it might be difficult for him to get

away on the following day, and therefore he told him that he

would sleep two nights at the Lion d'Or, and then start early

so as to reach Colmar inn by mid-day.
'* I suppose you find the old lady rather fidgety, (Jeorge,"

said Michel Voss in high good humour.
George found it easier to talk about Madame Faragon and

the hotel at Colmar than he did of things at Granpere, and
therefore became communicative as to his own affairs. Michel

too preferred the subject of the new doings at the house on the

other side of the Vosges. His wife had given him a slight

hint, doing her best like a good wife and discreet manager, to

prevent ill-humour and hard words.
" He feels a little sore, you know,

was something. But it was Avise of

;ind it will go off in this way."

Michel swore that George had no right to be sore, and that

if his son did not take pride in such a family arrangement as

this, he should no longer be son of his. But he allowed him-

self to be counselled b^ his wife, and soon talked himself into a

pleasant mood, discussing Madame Faragon, and the horses

belonging to the Hotel de la Poste, and Colmar affairs in gene-

ral. There was a certain important ground for satisfaction

between them. Everybody agreed that George Voss had shown
himself to be a steady man of business in the affairs of the inn

at Colmar.

Marie Bromar in the meanwhile went on with her usual

occupation round the room, but now and again came and stood

at her uncle's elbow, joining in the conversation, and asking a

I was always sure there

him to come and S(;e h(;r,

i
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question or two about Madame Faragou. There wxi, perhaps,

something of the guile of the serpent joined to her dove-like

softness. She asked questions and listened to answers—not

that in her present state of mind she could bring herself to take

a deep interest in the affairs of Madame Paragon's hotel, but

because it suited her that there should be some subject of easy

conversation between her and George. It was absolutely neces

sary now that George should be nothing more to her than a

cousin or an acquaintance ; but it was we*ll that he should be

that and not an enemy. It would be well too that

he should know, that he should think that he knew, that she

was disturbed by no remembrance of those words which once

passed between them. At last she trusted herself to a remark
which perhaps she would not have made had the serpent's guile

been more perfect of its kind.
" Surely you must get a wife, George, as soon as the house is

your own."
" Of course he will get a wife," said the father.

" I hope he will get a good one," said Madame Voss after a

short pause—which, however, had been long enough to make
her feel it necessary to say nothing.

George said never a word, but lifted his glass and finished

his wine, Marie at once perceived that the subject was one on

which she must not venture to touch again. Indeed she saw

further than that, and became aware that it would be inexpedient

for her to fall into any special or minute conversation with her

cousin during his short stay at Granpere.

"You'll go up to the woods with me to-morrow;—eh,

George/' said the father.

The son of course assented. It was hardly possible that he

should not assent. The whole day, moreover, would not be

wanted for that purpose of throwing his thunderbolt ; and if

he could get it thrown it would be well that he should be as

far away from Marie as possible for the remainder of his

visit.

" We'll start early, Marie, and have a bit of breakfast before

"we go. Will six be too early for you, George, with your town

ways 'i'*

George said that six would not be too early, and as he made

the engagement for the morning he resolved that he would if

possible throw his thunderbolt that night.
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'' Marie will get us a cup of coffee and a sausage. Marie is

always up by that time."

Marie smiled and promised that they should not be compelled

to start upon their walk with empty stomachs from any fault

of hers. If a hot breakfast at six o'clock in the morning could

put her cousin into a good humour it certainly should not be
wanting."

In two hours after supper George was with his father.

Michel was so full of happiness and so confidential that the

son found it very difficult to keep solemn about his own sor-

row. Had it not been that with a half obedience to his wife's

hints Michel said little about Adrian, there must have been
an explosion. He endeavoured to conform himself to George's

prospects, as to which he expressed himself thoroughly

pleased.

" You see," said he, " I am strong of my years, that if you
\vished for my shoes, there is no knowing how long you might
be kept waiting.

" It couldn't have been too long," said George.
" Ah, well, I don't believe you would have been impatient

to put the old fellow under the sod. But I should have been

impatient, I should have been unhappy. You might have

had the woods to be sure ; but it's hardly enough of a busi-

ness alone. Besides a young man is always more his own
master away from his father. I can understand that. The
only thing is, George ;—^take a drive over and see us some-

times."

This was all very well, but it was not quite so well when ho

began to speak of Marie.
** It's a terrible loss her going, you know, George ; I shall feel

it sadly."
" I can understand that," said George.
" But of course I had my duty to do to the girl. I had to

see that she should be well settled, and she will be well settled.

There's a comfort in that ;—isn't there, George V
But George could not bring himself to reply to this with

good-humoured zeal, and there came for a moment a cloud

between the father and the son. But Michel was wise and swal-

lowed his wrath, and in a minute or two returned to Colmar
and Madame Faragon.

:m. '
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At about half-past nine George escaped from his father and
returned to the house. They had been sitting in the balcony
which runs round the billiard-room en the side of the court
opposite to the front door. He returned to the house, and
caught Marie in one of the passages upstairs, as slie was com
pleting her work for the day. He caught her close to the dooi-

of his own room and asked her to come in that he miglit speak
a word to her. English readers will perhaps remember thai
among the Vosges mountains there is less a sense of privac>'

attached to bed-rooms than is the case with us here in England.
Marie knew immediately then that her cousin had not come to

Granpere for nothing—had not come with the innocent inten
tion of simply pleasing his father—had not come to say an ordi-

nary word of farewell to her before her marriage. There was
to be something of a scene, though she could not tell of what
nature the scene might be. She knew, however, that her own
conduct had been right ; and therefore, though she would have
avoided the scene, had it been possible, she would not fear it.

She went into his room ; and when he closed the door, slie

smiled, and did not as yet tremble.
" Marie," he said, " I have come here on purpose to say a

word or two to you."

There was no smile on his face as he spoke now. The inten-

tion to be savage was written there as plainly as any purpose
was ever written on a man's countenance. And Marie read the

writing without missing a letter. She was to be rebuked and
sternly rebuked ; rebuked by the man who had taken her

heart, and then left her ;—rebuked by the nian who had crush-

ed her hopes and made it absolutely necessary for her to give

up all the sweet poetry of her life, to forget her dreams, to

abandon every wished-for prettiness of existence, and to confine

herself to duties and to things material ! He who had so sin

ned against her, was about to rid himself of the burden of his

sin by endeavouring to cast it upon her. So much she under-

stood ; but yet she did not understand all that was to come.

She would hear the rebuke as quietly as she might. In the

interest of others she would do so. But she would not fear

him—and she would say a quiet word in defence of her own
sex if there should be need, buch was the purport of her mind
as she stood opposite to his in his room.
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(<
I hope they will be kind words," she said. " A<i we are to

part so soon, there should be none unkind spoken."
" I do not know much about kindness," he replied. Then

he paused and tried to think how best the thunderbolt might
be hurled.

" There is hardly room for kindness where there was once so

much more than kindness : where there was so much more—or

the pretence of it."

Then he waited Jigain, as though he expected that she should

speak. But she would not speak at all. Ifhe had aught to say

let him say it.

" Perhaps, Marie you have in truth forgotten all the promises

you once made rae 1
"

Though this was a direct question she would not answer it.

Her words to him should be as few as possible, and the time

for such words had not come as yet.

" It suits you no doubt to forgot them now, but I cannot

forget them. You have been false to me, and have broken

my heart. You have been false to me, when my only joy

on earth was in believing in your tnith. Your vow was for

ever and ever, and within one short year you are betrothed

to another man ! And why ]—because they tell you that he

is rich and has got a house full of furniture ! You may prove

to be a blessing to his house. Who can say ? On mine you
and your memory will be a curse—lasting all my life-time."

And so the thunderbolt had been hurled.

And it fell as a thunderbolt. What she had expected had
not been at all like this. She had known that he would re-

buke her ; but, feeling strong in her own innocence and her

own purity, knowing, or thinking that she knew, that the

fault had all been his, not beliteving—having got rid of all

belief—that he still loved her, she had fancied that his rebuke
would be unjust, cruel, but bearable. Nay; she had thought

that she could almost triumph over him with a short word
of reply. She had expected from him reproach, but not love.

There was reproach indeed, but it came with an expression

of passion of which she had not knov/n him to be capable. Ho
stood before her telling her that she had broken his heart,

and, as he told her so, his words were half choked by sobs.

He reminded her of her promises, declaring that his own to



94 THE GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE.

her had ever remained in full force. And he told her that
she, she to whom he had looked for all his joy, had become a
curse to him and a blight upon his life. There were thoughts
and feelings, too, beyond all these that crowded themsdves
upon her heart and upon her mind at the moment. It had
been possible for her to accept the hand of Adrian Urmand
because she had become assured that George Voss no longei-

regarded her as his promised bride. She would have stood
firm against her uncle and her aunt, she would have stood
against all the world, had it not seemed to her that the evi-

dence of her cousin's indifference was complete. Had not
that evidence been complete at all points it would have been
impossible to her to think of becoming the wife of another
man. Now the evidence on that matter which had seemed to

her to be sufficient was all blown to the winds.

It is true that had all her feelings been guided by reason
only, she might have been as strong as ever. In truth she

had not sinned against him. In truth she had not sinned at

all. She had not done that which she herself had desired.

She had not been anxious for wealth, or ease, or position ; but

had, after painful thought, endeavoured to shape her conduct

by the wishes of others, and by her ideas of duty, as duty
had been taught her. Oh, how willingly would she have re-

mained as servant to her uncle, and have allowed M. Urmand
to carry the rich gift of his linen chest to the feet of some
other damsel; had she believed herself free to choose ! Had
there been no passion in her heart she would now have known
herself to be strong in duty, and would have been able to have

answered and to have borne the rebuke of her old lover.

But passion was there, hot within her, aiding every word as

he spoke it, giving strength to his complaints, telling her

of all she had lost, telling her of all she had taken from him.

She forgot to remember now that he had been silent for a

year. She forgot now to think of the tone in which he had

asked about her marriage when no such marriage was in her

mind. But she remembered well the promise she had made
and the words of it. " Your vow was for ever and ever."

When she heard those words repeated from his lips, her heart

too was broken. All idea of holding herself before him as one,

injured, but ready to forgive, was gone from her. If, by falling
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at his feet, and owning herself to be vile and man-sworn, she

might get his pardon, she was ready now to lie there on the

ground before him.
" Oh, George !" she said ; " Oh ! George

!"

" What is the use of that now 1 " he replied, turning away
li >m her. He had thrown his thunderbolt and he had nothing
mc; to say. He had seen that he had not thrown it quite in

vaiii, .^nd he would have been contented to be away and back
at Colmar. What more was there to be said ?

She came to him very gently, very humbly, and just touched
his arm with her hand.

" Do you mean, George, that you have continued to care for

me—always ?"

" Care for you ? I know not what you call caring. Did I

not swear to you that I would love you for ever and ever, and
that you should be my own 1 Did I not leave this house and
go away—till I could earn for you one that should be fit for

you—because I loved you ? Why should I have broken my
word ? I do not believe that you thought that it was broken."

" By my God that knows me I did.
"

As she said this she burst into tears and fell on her knees at

his feet.

"(Marie," he said, "Marie—there is no u^ in this. Stand up."
" Not till you tell me that you forgive me. By the name of the

good Jesus who knows all our hearts, I thought that you had
forgotten me. Oh, George if you couM know all ! If you
could know how I have loved you, how I have sorrowed
from day to day because I was forgotten ! How I have strug-

gled to bear it, telling myself that you were away, with all the

world to interest you, and not like me, a poor girl in a village

with nothing to think of but my lover ! How I have striven

to do my duty by my uncle, and have obeyed him, because

—

because—because, there was nothing left. If you could know
it all."

Then she clasped her arms round his legs, and hid her face

upon his feet.

" And whom do you love now ? " he asked.

She continued to sob, but did not answer him a word.

Then he stooped down and raised her to her feet, and she

stood beside him, very near to him with her face averted.

I!
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" And whom do you love now ? " he asked again. " Is it

me, or is it Adrian Urmand ?

"

But she could not answer him, though she had said enough
in her passionate sorrow to make any answer to such a ques-

tion unnecessary, as far as knowledge on the subject might be

required. It might suit his views that she should confess the

truth in so many words, but for other purposes her answer had
been full enough.

" This is very sad," he said ; " sad indeed but I thought

that you would have been firmer."

" Do not chide me again, George."
" No ; it is to no purpose."
" You said that I was—a curse to you 1

"

" Oh, Marie I had hoped—I had so hoped that you would

have been my blessing."
" Say I am not a curse to you, George."

Bui he would make no answer to this appeal, no immediate

answer ; but stood silent and stem while she stood still touch

ing his arm, waiting in patience for som« word at any rate of

forgiveness. He was using all the powers of his mind to see

if there might even yet be any way to escape this great ship-

wreck. She had not answered his question. She had not

told him in so many words that her heart was still his; though

she had promised her hand to the Basle merchant. But he

could not doubt that it was so. As he stood there sileiit, with

that dark look upon his brow, which he had inherited from

his father, and that angry fire in his eye, his heart was in

truth once more becoming soft and tender towards her. He

was beginning to understand how it had been with her. He

had told her, just now, that he did not believe her, when she

assured him that she had thought that she was forgotten. Now
he did believe her. And there aros^n his breast a feeling that

it was due to her that he sho'ild explain this change in his mind.

*' I suppose you did think it,"

''Think what, George f
" That I was a vain, empty, false-tongued fellow, whose

word was worth no reliance."

"I thought no evil of you, George—except that you were

changed to me. When you cr.me, you said nothing to me.

Do you not remember ?"
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" 1 came because I was told that you were to be married to

this man. I asked you the question, and you would not deny
it. Then I said to myself that I would wait and see. When
he had spoken she had nothing further to say to him. The
charges which he had made against her were all true. They
seemed at least to be true to her, then in her present mood

—

in that mood in whi';h all that she now desired was his forgive-

ness. The wish to defend herself, and to stand before him as

one justified had gone from her. She felt that having still

possessed his love, having still been the owner of the one thing

she valued, she had ruined herself by her own doubts, and
she could not forgive herself the fatal blunder.

" It is of no use to think of it any more," he said at last,

" You have to become this man's wife now, and I suppose you
must go through with it."

"I suppose ! must," she said "unless
"

"Unless what 1"

"Nothing George. Of course I will marry him. He has

my word. And I have promised my uncle also. But, George,

you will say that you forgive me?"
" Yes ; I will forgive you."

But still there was the same black cloud upon his face, the

same look of pain, the same glance of anger in his eye.

"Oh, George, I am so unhappy! There caix be no comfort

for me now, unless you will say that you will be contented."

"I can not say that, Marie."

"Ycu will have your house, and your business, and so many
things to interest you. And in time,—after a little time "

"No, Marie, after no time at all. You told me at supper

to-night that I had better get a wife for myself. But I will

get no wife. I could not bring myself to marry another girl.

I could not take a woman home as my wife if I did not love

her. If she were not the person of all persons most dear to

me, I should loathe her."

He was speaking daggers to her, and he must have known
how sharp were his words. He was speaking daggers to her,

and she must have felt that he knew how he was wounding
her. But yet she did not resent his usage, even by motion of

her lip. Could she have brought herself to do so, her agony
would have been less sharp. "I suppose," she said at last.

M
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"that a woman is weaker than a man. But you say that you
wUl forgive me?"

"I have forgiven you."

Then very gently she put out her hand to him, and he took

it and held it fur a minute. She looked up at him as though
for a moment she had thought that there might he something
else,—that there might be some other token of true forgiveness,

and then she withdrew her hand. "I had better go now," she

said. "Good night, George."

"Good night, Marie." And then she was gone.

As soon as he was alone he sat himself down on the bed-

side and began to think of it. Everything was changed to

him since he had called her into the room, determining that

he would crush her with his thunderbolt. Let things go as

they may with a man in an affair of love, let him be as far as

possible from the attainment of his wishes, there will always

be consolation to him, if he knows that he is loved. To
be preferred to all others, even though that preference may
lead to no fruition, is in itself a thing enjoyable. He had

believed that Marie had forgotten him,—that she had been

captivated either by the effeminate prettiness of his rival, or

by his wealth and standing in the world. He believed all

this no more. He knew now how it was with her and

with him, and, let his countenance say what it might say to

the contrary, he could bring himself to forgive her in his

heart. She had not forgotten him ! She had not ceased to

love him ! There was merit in that which went far with him

in excuse of her perfidy.

But what should he do now 1 She was not as yet married

to Adrian Urmand. Might there net dtill be some hope ;

—

hope for her sake as for his own ? He perfectly understood

that in his country—nay for aught he knew to the contraiy,

in all countries—a formal betrothal was half a marriage. It

was half the ceremony in the eyes of all those concerned;

but yet, in regard to that indissoluble bond which would

indeed have divided Marie from him beyond the reach of any

hope to the contrary, such betrothal was of no eflfect what

ever. This man whom she did not love was not yet Marie's hus

band ^—need never become so if Marie could only be sufficiently

^rm in resisting the influence of all her friends. No priest
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could many her without her own consent. He, George, he

himself would have to face the enmity of all those with

whom he was connected. He was sure that his father, having

been a party to the betrothal, would never consent to a breach

of his promise to Urmand. Madame Voss, Madame Paragon,

the priest, and their protestant pastor would all be against

them. They would be as it were outcasts from their own
family. But George Voss, sitting there on his bed-side, thought

that he could go through it all, if only he could induce Marie

Bromar to bear the brunt of the world's displeasure with him.

As he got into bed he determined that he would begin upon
the matter to his father during the morning's walk. His

father would be full of wrath;— but the wrath would have to

be endured sooner or later.

ri..
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CHAPTER XIII.

.N the next morning, Michel Voss and his son met in

the kitclien, and found Marie already there. " Well,

my girl," said Michel, as he patted Marie's shoulder,

and kissed her forehead, " You've been up getting a rare break

fast for these fellows, I see." Marie smiled, and made some
good-humoured reply. No one could have told by her face

that there was anything amiss with her. "It's the last favour

of the kind he'll ever have at your hands," continued Michel,

"and yet he doesn't seem to be grateful." George stood with

his back to the kitchen tire, and did not say a word. It was
impossible to him even to appear to be pleasant, when such

things were being said. Marie was a better hypocrite, and
though she said little, was able to look as though she could

sympathise with her uncle's pleasant mirth. The two men had
soon enten their breakfast and were gone, and then Marie was

left alone with her thoughts. Would George say anything to

his father of what had passed upstairs on the previous even

ing?

The ^wo men started, and when they were alone together,

and as long as Michel abstained from talking about Marie and

her prospects, George was able to converse freely with his

father. When they left the house the morning was just dawn-

ing, and the air was fresh and sharp. " We shall soon have

the frost here now," said Michel, "and. then there will be no

more grass for the cattle."

"I suppose they can have them out on the low lands till the

end of November. They always used."
" Yes ; they can have them out ; but having them out and

having food for them are different things. Ihe people here

have so much stock now, that directly the growth is checked

by the frost, the land becomes almost bare. They forget the

old saying, 'Half stocking, whole profits; whole stocking, half

profits !' And then, too, I think the winters are earlier here

^a they used to be. They'll have to go back to the Swiss
woman ma
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flan, I fancy, and carry the food to the cattle in their houses,

t may be old-fashioned, as they say ; but I doubt whether the

fodder does not go further so." Then as they began to ascend

the mountain, he got on to the subject of his own business and
George's prospects. " The dues to the Commune are so heavy,"

he said, " that in fact there is little or nothing to be made out

of tlie timber. It looks like a business because many men are

employed, it's a kind of thing that spreads itself, and bears

looking at. But it leaves nothing behind."
" It's not quite so bad as that, I hope," said (Jeorge.
" Upon my word then it is not much better, my boy. When

you've charged yourself with interest on the money spent on
the mills, there is not much to boast about. You're bound to

replant every yard you strip, and yet the Commune expects as

high a rent as when there was no planting to be done at all.

They couldn't get it, only that men like myself liave their

money in the mills, and can't well get out of the trade."
" I don't think you'd like to give it up, father."
" Well, no. It gives me exercise and something to do.

The women manage most of it down at the house ; but there

must be a change when Marie has gone. I have hardly looked

it in the face yet, but I know there must be a change. She
has grown up among it, till she has it all at her fingers' ends.

I tell you what, George, she is a girl in a hundred ;—a girl in a

hundred. She is going to marry a rich man, and so it don't

much signify ; but if she married a poor man, she would be as

good as a fortune to him. She'd make a fortune for any man.

That's my belief There is nothing she doesn't know, and
nothing she doesn't understand."

Why did his father tell him all this? George thought of the

day on which his father had, as he was accustomed to say to

himself, turned him out of the house because he wanted to

marry this girl who was "as good as a fortune" to any man.

Had he then been imprudent in allowing himself to love such

a girl ? Could there be any good reason why his father should

have wished that a "fortune" in "very way so desirable should

go out of the family 1 " She'll have nothing to do of that sort

if she goes to Basle," said George, moodily.

"That is more than you can say," replied his father. "A
woman married to a man of business can alwavs find her



102 THE GOLDEN LION OF UKANPEKE.

share in it if she pleases. And with such a one as Adrian
Urmand her side of the houae will not be the least consider-

able."

" I suppose he is little better than a fool," said George.
" A fool 1 He is not a fool at all. If you were to see him

buying you would not call him a fooL He is very far from a

fool." ,

" It may be so. I do not know much of him myself"
" You should not be so prone to think men fools till you find

them so ; especially those who are to be so near to yourself,

^o;—he's not a fool by any meanb. But he will know that he

has got a clever wife, and he will not be ashamed to make use

of her."

George was unwilling to contradict his father at the present

moment, as he had all but made up his mind to tell the whole

story about himself and Marie before he returned to the house.

He had not the slightest idea that by doing so he would be

able to soften his fether's heart. He was sure, on the con-

trary, that were he to do so, he and his father would go

back to the hotel as enemies. But he was quite resolved

that the story should be told sooner or later,— should be

told before the day fixed for the wedding. If it was to be

told by himself, what occasion could be so fitting as the

present? But, if it were to be done on this morning, it

would be unwise to harass his father by any small previous

contradictions.

They were now up among the scattered, prostrate logs,

and had again taken up the question of the business of

wood-cutting.
" No, George ; it would never have done for you ; not as

a mainstay. I thought of giving it up to you once, but I

knew that it would make a poor man of you."
" I wish you had," said George, who was unable to re-

press the feeling of his heart.

"Why do you say thaf? What a fool you must be if

you think it! There is nothing you may not do where you

are, and you have got it all into your own hands, with little

or no outlay. The rent is nothing; and the business is

made there ready for you. In your position, if you find the

hotel is not enough, there is nothing you cannot take up."

man sits ar
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They had now seated themselves on the trunk of a pine

tree, and Michel Voss, having d'^awn a pipe from his pocket

and filled it, was lighting it as 1 sat upon the wood.

"No, my boy," he continued, "you'll have a better life

of it than your jfather, I don't doubt. After all, the towns
are better than the country. There is more to be seen and
more to be learned. I don't complain. The Lord has been

very good to me, I have had enough of everything, and have been

able to keep my head up. But I feel a little sad when I

look forward. You and Marie will be both gone ; and your
step-mother's friend, M. le Cur6 Goudin, does not make much
society for me. I sometimes think, when I am smoking a

pipe up here all alone, that this is the best of it ail. It

will be when Marie has gone.

If his father thus thought of it, why had he sent his son

away? Had it not already been within his power to keep

both of them there together under his roof-tree? He had
insisted on dividing them, and dismissing them from Gran-

pere, one in one direction and the other in another ;—and
then he complained of being alone! Surely his father was
altogether unreasonable.

" And now one can't even get tobacco that is worth smok-
ing," continued Michel, in a melancholy tone. " There used

to be good tobacco, but I don't know where it has all gone."
**' I can send you over a little prime tobacco from Colmar,

father."

"I wish you would, George. This is foul stuff. But I

sometimes think I'll give it up. What's the use of it ? A
man sits and smokes, and nothing comes of it. It don't

feed him, nor clothe him, and it leaves nothing behind

—

except a stink."
" You're a little down in the mouth, father ; or you

wouldn't talk of giving up smoking."
" I am down in the mouth—terribly down in the mouth.

Till it was all settled, I did not know how much I should

feel Marie's going. Of course it had to be, but it makes an old

man of me. There will be nothing left. Of course there's

your step-mother—as good a woman as ever lived—and the

children; but Marie was somehow the soul of us all. Give
us another light, George. I'm blessed if T can keep the fire

in the pipe at all."
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And this, thought George, is in truth the state of my
father's mind! There are three of us concerned who are all

equally dear to each other, my father, myself, and Marie
Bromar. There is not one of them who doesn't feel that

the presence of the others is necessary to his happiness.

Here is my father declaring that the world will no longer

have any savour for him because 1 am away in one plat •,

and Marie is to be away in another. There is not the

slightest real reason on earth why we should have been
separated. Yet he, he alone, has done it ; and we- -we are

to break our hearts over it! Or rather he has not done it.

He is about to do it. The sacrifice is not yet made, and
yet it must be made, because my father is so unreasonable that

no one irill dare to point out to him where lies the way to his

own happiness and to the happiness of those he loves ! It was
thus that George Yoss thought of it as he listened to his

father's wailings.

But he himself, though he was hot in temper, was slow,

or at least deliberate, in action. He did not even now
speak out at once. When his father's pipe was finished, he

suggested that they should go on to a certain run for the

fir-logs, which he himself, George Yoss, had made—a steep

grooved inclined plane by which the timber, when cut in

these parts, could be sent down with a rush to the close

neighbourhood of the saw mill below. They went and in-

spected the slide and discussed the question of putting new
wood into the groove. Michel, with the melancholy tone

that had prevailed with him all the morning, spoke of mat-

ters as though any money spent in mending would be

thrown away. There are moments in the lives of most

of us in which it seems to us that there will never

be more cakes and ale. George however, talked of the

children, and reminded his father that in matters of busi-

ness nothing is so ruinous hs a ruin.

"If you've got to get your money out of a thing, it

should alwpys be in working order," he said.

Michel acknowledged the truth of the rule, but again

declared that there was no money to be got out of the

thine. He yielded, however, and promised that the repairs

shomd be mn le. They then went down to the mill, which
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was going at that time. George, as he stood hy and watch-

ed the man and boy adjusting the logs to the cradle, and
listened to the apparently self-acting saw as it did its work,

and observed the perfection of the simple machinery which
he himself had adjusted, and smelt the sweet scent of the

newly-made sawdust, and listened to the music of the little

stream, when, between whiles, the rattle of the mill would
cease for half a minute, George as he stood in silence,

looking at all this, listening to the sounds, smelling the

perfume, thinking how much sweeter it all was than the

little room in which Madame Faragon sat at Colmar, and
in which it was, at any rate for the present, his duty to

submit his accounts to her from time to time—resolved that

he would at once make an effort. He knew his father's tem-

per well. Might it not be that though there should be a quar-

rel for a time, everything would come right at last J As for

Adrian Urmand, George did not believe—or told himself

that he did not believe—that such a cur as he would suffer

much because his hopes of a bride were not fulfilled.

They stayed for an hour at the saw-mill, and Michel, in spite

of all that he had said about tobacco, smoked another pipe.

While they were there, George, though his mind was full of

other matter, continued to ^ive his father practical advice

about the business ;—how a new wheel shoi:! 1 be supplied here,

and a lately invented improvement introduced there. Each
of them at the moment was care-laden with special thoughts of

their own, but nevertheless, as men of business, they knew that

the hour was precious and used it. To saunter into the woods
and do nothing was not at all in accordance with Michel's usual

mode of life, and though ho hummed and hawed, and doubted

and grumbled, he made a note of all his son said, and was
quite of a mind to make use of his son's wit.

" I shall be over at Epinal the day after to-morrow," he said

as they left the mill, " and I'll see if I can get the new crank

there.**

" They'll be sure to have it at Heinman's" said George as

they began to descend the hill. From the spot on which they

bad been standing the walk down to Granpere would take

them more than an hour. It might well be that they might
make it an affair of two or three hours, if they went up to

lii
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other timber cuttings on their route ; but George was sure that

08 soon as he began to tell his story his father would make his

way straight for home. He would be too much moved to

think of his timber, and too angry to desire to remain a minute
longer than he could help in company with his son. Looking
at all the circumstancss as carefully as he could, George thought
that he had better begin at once. " As you feel Marie's going
so much," he said, "I wonder that you are so anxious to send her
away."

" That's a poor argument, George, and one that I should not
have expected from you. Am I to keep her here all her life,

doing no good for herself, simply because I like to have her

here? It is in the course of things that she should be married,

and it is my duty to see that she marries well."
'* That is quite true, father."
" Then why do you talk to me about sending her away 1 I

don't send her away. Urmand comes and takes her away. I

did the same when I was young. Now I'm old, and I have to

be left behind. It's the way of nature."
" But she doesn't want to be taken away," said George, rush-

ing at once at his subject.
" What do you mean by that ?"

" Just what I say, father. She consents to be taken away,

but she does not wish it."
'

" I don't know what you mean. Has she being talking to

you *? Has she been complaining ?"

" I have been talking to her. I came over from Colmar
when I heard of this marriage on purpose that I might talk to

her. I had at any rate a right to do that."

" Right to do what 1 I don't know that you have any right.

If you have been trying to do mischief in my house, George, 1

will never forgive you ;—never."

"I will tell you the whole truth, father ; and then you shall say

yourself whether I have been trying to do mischief, and shall say

also whether you will forgive me. You will remember when
you told me I was not to think of Marie Bromar for myself."

" I do remember."
" Well ;—I had thought of her. If you wanted to prevent

that, you were too late.'

*' You were boys and girls together ;—that is all,"
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i thought that I would

'* Let me tell my story, father, and then you shall judge.

Before you had spoken to me at all, Marie had given me her

troth."

" Nonsense !"

'' Let me at least tell my story. She had done so, and I had
<^iven her mine, and when you told me to go I went, not quite

knowing then what it might be best that we should do, buf

feeling very sure that she would at least be true to me."
" Truth to any such folly as that would be very wicked."
" At any rate I did nothing. I r.^mained there month after

month ; meaning to do something wL?n this was settled,

—

meaning to do something ^jhen that was. settled ; and then
there came a sort of rumour to me that Marie was to be Ur-
mand's wife. I did not believe it, but

come and see."

" It was true,"
" No ;—it was not true then. I came over and was very

angry because she was cold to me. She would not promise
that there should be no such engagement ; but there was none
then. You see I will tell you everything as it occurred."

" She is at any rate engaged to Adrian Urmand now, and for

all our sakes you are bound not to interfere."

" But yet I must tell my story. I went back to Colmar, and
then, after a while, there came tidings, true tidings, that she

was engaged to this man. I came over again, yesterday, deter-

mined ,you may blame me if you will, but listen to me,
determined to throw her falsehood in her teeth."

" Then I will protect her from you," said Michel Voss, turn-

ing upon his son as though he meant to strike him with his

staff.

•' Ah, father ;" said George, pausing and standing opposite

to the innkeeper, '' but who is to protect her from you ? If I

had found that that which you are doing was making her

happy,—I would have spoken my mind indeed ; I would have
shown her once, and once only, what she had done to me ; how
she had destroyed me ;—and then I would have gone and
troubled none of you any more."

" You had better go now, and bring us no more trouble.

You are all trouble."
" But her worst trouble will still cling to her. I have found
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that it is 80. She has taken this man not because she loves
him ; but because you have bidden her."

'^She has taken him and she shall marry him."
" I cannot say that she has been right, father; buo she de

serves no such punishment as that. Would you make her a

wretched woman for ever, because she has done wrong in striv

ing to obey you V
" She has not done wrong in striving to obey me. She has

done right. I do not believe a word of this."

" You can ask her yourself."
" I will ask her nothing,—except that she shall not speak to

you any further about it. You have come here wilfully mind-
ed to disturb us all."

" Father, that is unjust."
" I say it is true. She was contented and happy before you

came. She loves the man, and is ready to marry him on the

day fixed. Of course she will marr/^ him. You would not

have us go back from our word now V
" Certainly I would. If he be a man, and she tells him that

she repents^—if she tells him all the truth, of course he will

give her back her troth. I would do so to any woman that

only hinted that she wii>hed it.

" No such hint shall be given. I will hear nothing of it. I

shall not speak to Marie on the subject,—except to Iv'sire to

have no further converse with you. Nor will I speak of it

again to yourself; unless you wish me to bid you go

from me altogether, you will not mention the matter again."

So saying, Michel Voss strode on, and would not even turn his

his eyes in the direction of his sou. He strode on, making his

way down the hill at the fastest pace that he could achieve, every

now and then raising his hat and wiping the perspiration from

his brow. Though he had spoken of Marie's departure as a

loss that would be very hard to bear, the very idea that any-

thing should be allowed to interfere with the marriage which he

had planned was unendurable. What ;— after all that had been

said and done, consent that there should be no marriage be-

tween his niece and the rich young merchant ! Never. He did

not stop for a moment to think how much of truth there

might be in his son's statement. He would not even allow

himself to remember that he had forced Adrian Urmand ai a



THE GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. 109

•uitor upon his niece. He had had his qualms of conscience

upon that matter,—and it was possible that they might return

to him. But he would not stop now to look at that side of the

question. The young people were betrothed. The marriage

was a thing settled, and it should be celebrated. He had never

broken his faith to any man, and he would not break it to

Adrian Urmand. He strode on down the mountain, and there

was not a word more said between him and his son till they

rea hed the inn doors. " You understand me," he said then.
" Not a word more to Marie." After that he went up at once

to his wife's chamber, and desired that Marie might be sent to

him there. During his rapid walk home he had made up his

mind as to what he would do. He would not be severe to his

niece. He would simply ask her one question.
" My dear^" he said, striving to be calm, but telling her by his

countenance plainly as words could have done all that had pass-

ed between him and his son—" Marie, my dear, I take it for

—

granted—there is nothing to—to—to interrupt our plans."
" In what way, uncle ?" she asked, merely wanting to gain a

moment for thought,
" In any way. In no way. Just say that there is nothing

wrong, and that will be sufficient."

She stood silent, not having a word to say to him.
*' You know what I mean, Marie. You intend to marry

Adrian Urmand 1"

" I suppose so," said Marie, in a low whisper.
" Look here, Marie—if there be any doubt about it, we will

part—and for ever. You shall never look upon my face again.

My honour is pledged— and yours."

Then he hurried out of the room, down into the kitchen,

and without staying there a moment, went out into the yard
and walked through to the stables. His passion had been so

strong and uncontrollable, that he had been unable to remain
with his niece and exact a promise from her.

George, when he saw his father go to the stables, entered

the house. He had already made up his mind that he would
return at once to Colmar, without waiting to have more angry
words. Such words would not serve him at all. But he must
if possible see Marie, and he must also tell his step-mother that

he was about to depart. He found them both together, tm4
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at once, vety abruptly, declared that he was to start immediately.
" You have quarrelled with your father, George," said Ma-

dame Voss.
" I hope not. I hope that he has not quarrelled with me.

But it is better that I should go."
" What is it, George? I hope it is nothing serious." Ma

dame Voss as she said this looked at Marie, but Marie had
turned her face away. George also looked ai her, but could

not see her countenance. He did not dare to ask her to give

him an interview alone; nor had he quite determined what he

would say to her if they were together.

"Marie," said Madame Voss, "doyouknowwhat this isabout?"
" I wish I had died," said Marie, " before I had come into

this house. I have made hatred and bitterness between those

who should love each other better than all the world." Then
Madame Voss was able to guess what had been the cause of the

quarrel.
" Marie," said George, very slowly, " if you will only ask

your own heart what you ought to do, and be tru<3 to wi^at it

tells you, there is no reason even yet that you should be scrry

that you came to Granpere. But if you marry a man whom
you do not love, you will sin against him, and against me, and

against yourself, and against God." Then he took up his hat

and went out.

In the court-yard he met his father.

" Where are you going now, George ?" said hip father.

"To Colmar. It is better that I should go at once. Good-

bye, father," and he offered his hand to his parent,
" Have you spoken to Marie f
" My mother will tell you what I have said. I have spoken

nothing in private."
" Have you said an3rthing about her marriage ?"

" Yes. I told her that she could not honestly marry the

man she did not love."

" What right have you, sir," said Michel, nearly choked with

wrath, " to interfere in the affairs of my household ? You had

better go, and go at once. If you return again before they are

married, I vrill 'iell the servants to put you off the place."

George Voss made no answer, but having found his horse

and his gi^, drove himself off to Colmar,
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CHAPTER XIV.

EORGE VOSS, as he drove back to

thought of '.vhat had been done
twenty-four hours, did not find that

occasion for triumph. He had, indeed, the

Colmar, and
the last

he had much
consolation of

during

knowing that the girl loved him, and in that there was a cer-

tain amount of comfort. As he had ever been thinking about
her bince he had left Granpere, so also had she been thinking

cf him. His father had told him that they had been no more
than children when they parted^ and had ridiculed the idea that

any affection formed so long back and at so early an age

should have lasted. But it had lasted ; and was now as strong

in Marie's breast as it was in his own. He had learned this at

any rate by his journey to Granpere, and there was something
of consolation in the knowledge. But nevertheless, he did not

find that he could triumph. Marie had been weak enough to

}ield to his father once, and would yield to him, he thought,

yet again. Women in this respect—as he told himself—were
different from men. They were taught by the whole tenor of

their lives to submit—unless they could conquer by underhand,

unseen means, by little arts, by coaxing, and by tears. Marie,

he did not doubt, had tried all these and had failed. His
father's purpose had been too strong for her, and she had
yielded. Having submitted once, of course she would submit
again. There was about his father a spirit of masterfulness,

which he was sure Marie would not be able to withstand.

And then there would be, strong against his interests, George
thought, that feeling so natural to a woman, that as all the

world had been told of h^r coming marriage, she would be

bound to go through with it. The idea of it had become
familiar to her. She had conquered the repugnance which she

must at first have felt, and had made herself accustomed to

regard this man as her future husband. And then there

would be Madame VooS against him, and M. le Cure—both of

whom would think it infinitely better for Marie's future wel-

tf»
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fare, that she should marry a Roman Catholic, as was Urmand,
than a Protestant such as was he, George Voss. And then
the money ! Even if he could ^' •* hinself to believe that the
money was nothing to Marie, uld be so much to all those

by whom Marie would be surrounded, that it would be impos-
sible that she should be preserved from its influence.

It is not often that young people really know gm\i other

;

but George certainly did not know Marie Bromar. In the first

Slace, though he had learned from her the secret of her heart,

e had not taught himself to understand how his own sullen

silence had acted upon her. He knew now that she had con-

tinued to love him ; but he did not know how natural it had
been that she should have believed that he had forgotten her.

He could not, therefore, understand how different must now
be her feelings in reference to this marriage with Adrian, from
what they had been when she had believed herself to be utter

ly deserted. And then he did not comprehend how thoroughly

unselfish she had been ;—how she had struggled to do her dut}

to others, let the cost be what it might to herself She had
plighted herself to Adrian Urmand, not because there had
seemed to her to be any brightness in the prospect which such

a future promised to her, but because she did verily believe

that, circumstanced as she was, it would be better that she

should submit herself to her friends. All this George Voss did

not understand. He had thrown his thunderbolt, and had seen

that it had been efficacious. Its efficacy had been such that

his wrath had been turned into tenderness. He had been so

changed in his purpose, that he had been induced to make an

appeal to his father at the cost of his father's enmity. But
that appeal had been in vain, and, as he thought of it all, he

told himself that on the appointed day Marie Bromar would

becomtj the wife of Adrian Urmand. He knew well enough

that a girl betrothed is a girl already half married.

He was very wretched as he drove his horse along. Though
there was a solace in the thought that the memory of him had

still remained in Marie's heart, there was a feeling akin to des-

pair in this also. His very tenderness towards her was more
unendurable than would have been his wrath. The pity of it

!

It was that whioh made him sore of heart and faint of spirit. If

he Gouldhave reproached her as cold, mercenary^unworthy,heart-
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less, eren though he had still loved her, he could have suppn t-

ed himself by his anger against her unworthiness. But as it

was there was no such support for him. Though she had been

in fault her virtue towards him was greater than her fault.

She still loved him. She still loved him,—though she uuuld

not be his wife.

Then he thought of Adrian Urmand and of the man's suc-

cess and wealth, and general prosperity in the world. Wliat,

if he should go over to Basle and take Adrian Urmand by tlio

tliroat and clioke him ? What if he should at least half choke
the successful man, and make it well understood that the other

half would come unless the successful man would consent to

relinquish his bride 1 George, though he did not expect suc-

cess for himself, was fully purposed that Urmand should not

succeed without some interference from him,—by means of

choking or otherwise. He would find some way of making him-

self disagreeable. If it were only by speaking his mind, he
thought that he could speak it in such a way that the Ba^le

merchant would not like it. He would tell Urmand in the

first place that Marie was won not at all by affection, not in

the least by any personal regard for her suitor, but altogether

by a feeling of duty towards her uncle. And he would point

out to this suitor how dastardly a thing it would be to take ad-

vantage of a girl so placed. He planned a speech or two as he

drove along which he thought that even Urmand, thick-skin-

ned as he believed him to be, would dislike to hear.

" You may have her, perhaps, " he would say to him, "as

so much goods that you would buy, because she is, as a thing

in her uncle's hands, to be bought. She believes it to be i er

duty, as being altogether dependent, to be disposed of as her

uncle may choose. And she will go to you, as she would to

any other man who might make the purchase. But as for lov-

ing you,—you don't even believe tl at she loves you. She
will keep your house for you ; but she will never love you.

She will keep your house for you,—unless, indeed, she should

find you to be sr intolerable to her, that she should be forced to

leave you. It is in that way you will h^.\e her,—if you are so

low a thing as to be willing to take hci so."

He planned various speeches, of such a nature—not intend-

ing to trust entirely to speeches, but to proceed to some at-
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tempt at choking afterwards if it should be necessary. Marie
Bromar should not become Adrian Urmand's wife without some
effort on his part. So resolving, he drove into the yard of the

hotel at Colmar.

As soon as lie entered the house Madame Paraxon began to

ask him questions about the wedding. When was it to be 1

George thought for a moment, and then remembered that he
had not even heard the day named.

" Why don't you answer me, George 1" said the old woman
angrily. " You must know when it's goinjj to be."

" I don't know that it's going to be at all," said George.
" Not going to be at all ! Why not 1 There is not any-

thing wrong, is there? Were they not betrothed 1 Why
don't you tell me, George l

"

" Yes ; they were betrothed."
" And is he crying off ? I should have thought Michel Vost<

was the man to strangle him if he did that."

" And I am the man to strangle him if he don't," said George
walking out of the room.

He knew that he had been silly and absurd, but he knew
also that he v^ as so moved as to have hardly any control over

himself. In' the few words that he had now said to Madame
Faragon he had, as he felt, told the story of his own disap-

pointment : and yet he had not in the least intended to take

the old woman into his confidence. He had not meant to have

said a word about the quarrel between himself and his father,

and now he had told everything.

When she saw him a^ain in the evening, of course she asked

him some further questions.

" George," she said, " I am afraid things are not going

pleasantly at Granpere."
" Not altogether," he answered
" But I suppose the marriage will go on 1"

To this he made no answer, but shook his head, showing

how impatient he was at being thus questioned.
" You ought to tell me," said Madame Faragon, plaintively,

'* considering how interested I must be in all that concerns you."

« I have nothing to tell."

"But is the marriage to be put off?" again demanded

Madame Faragon, with extreme anxiety.
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^' Not that I know of, Madame Faragon : they will nut at>k

me whether it is to be put off or not."

" But have they quarrelled with M. Urmand V
•' No : nobody haa quarrelled with M. Urmand."
'* Was he there, George 1"

" What, with me ! No ; he was not there with me. 1 have
never seen the man since 1 first left (iranpere to conu; htui!."

And then George Voss began to think what might have hap
pened had Adrian Urmand been at the hotel while he wjih

there himself. After all, what could he have said to Adriuii

Urmand ? or what could he have done to him ?

" He hasn't written, has he, to say that h«^ is ofl" his bargain ("

Poor Madame Famgon was almost pathetic in her anxiety to

learn what had really occurred at the Lion d'Or.
•* Certainly not. He has not written at all ?

"

'• Then what is it, George V
" I suppose it is this—that Marie Bromar caics nothing for

him."
" But so rich as he is ! And they say, too, such a good look

ing young man."
" It is wonderful, is it not i It is next to a miracle thai

there should be a girl deaf and blind to such charms. But,

nevertheless, I believe it is so. They will probably make h*n

marry him, whether she likes it or not."
" But she is betrothed to him. Of course she will marrx

him."
" Then there will be an end of it," said George.

There was one other question which Madame Faragon l(jnge«l

to ask ; but she was almost too much afraid of her youn;:

friend to put it into words. At last she plucked up couiagr,

and di<l ask her question after an ambiguous way.
" But I suppose it is nothing to you, George ?"

" Nothing at all. Nothing on earth," said he. " h '»w

should it be anything to me f
Then he hesitated for a while, pausing to think whether or

no he would tell the truth to Madame Faragon. He knew
that there was no one on earth, setting aside his father and
Marie Bromar, to whom he was really so dear as he was to

this old woman. She would probably do more for him, if it

might possibly be in her power to do anything, than any other
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of his friends. And, moreover, he did not like the idea of being

false to her, even on such a subject as this.

" It is only this to me," he said, " that she had promised to

be my wife," he said, " that she had promised to be my wife,

before they had mentioned Urmand's name to her."

"Oh, George!"
" And why should she not have promised ?

"

" But, George—during all this time you have never mention-

ed it."

" There are some things, Madame Faragon, which one doesn't

mention. And 1 do not know why I should have mentioned

it at all. But you understand all about it now. Of course she

will marry the man. It is not likely that my father should

fail to have his own way with a girl who is dependent on

him."

"But he—M. Urmand ; he would give her up if he knew it

all, would he not ?

"

To this George made no instant answer ; but the idea was
there, in his mind—that the linen merchant might perhaps be

induced to abandon his purpose, if he could be made to under-

stand that Marie wished it.

" If he have any touch of manhood about him he would do

so," said he.

" And what will you do, George ?

"

" Do ! I shall do nothing. What should I do ? My father

has turned me out of the house. That is the whole of it. I

do not know that there is anything to be done."

Then he went out, and there was nothing more said upon
the question. For the three or four days there was nothing

said. As he went in and out Madame Faragon would look at

him with anxious eyes, questioning herself how far such a feel-

ing of love might in truth make this young man forlorn and
wretched. As far as she could judge by his manner he was
very forlorn and very wretched. He did his work, indeed, and
was busy about the place, as was his wont. But there was a

look of pain in his face, which made her old heart grieve, and

by degrees her good wishes for the object, which seemed to be

no much to him, became eager and hot.

" Is there nothing to be done ? " she asked at last, putting

out her fat hand to take hold of his in sympathy.
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" There is nothing to be done," said George, who, however
bated himself because he was doing nothing, and still thought
occasionally of that plan of choking his rival.

" If you were to go to Basle and see the man ?

"

" What could I say to him, if I did seehim. After all, it is not

him that I can blame. I have no just ground of quarrel with

him. He has done nothing that is not fair. Why should he not

love her if it suits him *? Unless he were to fight me, indeed
—

"

" Oh, George, let there be no fighting."
" It would do no good I fear."

" None, none, none," said she.

" If I were to kill him, she could not be my wife then."
" No, no ; certainly not."
" And if I wounded him, it would make her like him, per-

haps. If he were to kill me, indeed, there might be comfort

in that."

After this Madame Faragon made no further suggestions

that her young friend should go to Basle.
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CHAPTER XV.

Q=^r>
I

URING the remainder of the day on which George had
left Granpere, the hours did not fly very pleasantly at

.the Lion d'Or. Michel Voss had gone to his niece imme-
diately upon his return from his walk, intending to obtain a

renewed pledge from her that she would be true to her engage-

ment. But h« had been so full of passion, so beside himself

with excitement, so disturbed by all that he had heard, that he

had hardly waited with Marie long enough to obtain such

pledge or to learn from her that she refused to give it. He
had only been able to tell her that if she hesitated about

marrying Adrian she should never look upon his face again;

and then without staying for a reply he had left her. He had
been in such a tremour of passion that he had been unable to

demand an answer. After that, when George was gone, he

kept away from her during the remainder of the morning.

Once or twice he said a few words to his wife, and she

counselled him to take no further outward notice of anything

that George had said to him.
" It will all come right if you will only be a little calm with

her," Madame Voss had said.

He had tossed his head and declared that he was calm

;

—the calmest man in all Lorraine. Then he had come to

his wife again, and she had again given him some good

practical advice.
*' Don't put it into her head that there is to be a doubt,"

said Madame Voss.
" I haven't put it into her head," he answered angrily.
" No, my dear, no ; but do not allow her to suppose that

anybody else can put it there either. Let the matter go on.

She will see the things bought for her wedding, and when
she remembers that she has allowed them to come into the

house without remonstrating, she will be quite unable to ob-

ject. Don't give her an opportunity of objecting."

Michel Voss again shook his head, as though his wife were

:--• I-
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an unreasonable woman, and swore that it was not he who
had given Marie such opportunity. But he made up his

mind to do as his wife recommended.
" Speak softly to her, my dear," said Madame Voss.
" Don't T always speak softly V said he, turning sharply

round upon his spouse.

He made his attempt to speak softly when he met Marie about

the house just before supper. He put his hand upon her

shoulder, and smiled, and murmured some word of love.

He was by no means crafty in what he did. Craft indeed

was not the strong point of his character. She took his

rough hand and kissed it, and looked up lovingly, beseech-

ingly into his face. She knew that he was asking her to

consent to the sacrifice, and he knew that she was implor-

ing him to spare her. This was not what Madame Voss
had meant by speaking softly. Could she have been allowed

to dilate upon her own convictions, or had she been able

adequately to express her own ideas, she should have begged
that there might be no sentiment, no romance, no kissing of

hands, no looking into each other's faces,—no half-murmured*

tones of love. Madame Voss believed strongly that the

every day work of the world was done better without any of

these glancings and glimmerings of moonshine. But then

her husband was, by nature, of a fervid temperament, given to

the influence of unexpressed poetic emotions ;—and thus subject,

in spite of the strength of his will, to much weakness of pur-

pose. Madame Voss perhaps condemned her husband in this

matter the more because his romantic disposition never showed
itself in his intercourse with her. He would kiss Marie's

hand, and press Marie's wrist, and hold dialogues by the eye

with Marie. But with his wife his speech was,—not exactly

yea, yea, and nay, nay,—but yes, yes, and no, no. It was not

unnatural therefore that she especially disliked this weakness

of his which came from his emotional temperament.
- " I would just let things go, as though there was nothing

special at all," she said again to him, before supper, in a whis-

per.

" And so I do. What would you have me say 1"

"Don't mind petting her, but just be as you would be any
other day."

" I am as I would be any other day," he replied.
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However he knew that his wife was right, and was in a
cftrtain way aware that if he could only change himself and
bt a.iuther sort of man, he might manage the matter better.

He c.mld be ercely angry, or caressingly affectionate. But
he was unable to adopt that safe and golden mean, which
his wife recommended. He could not keep himself from
interchanging a piteous glance or two with Marie at supper,

and puv a great deal too much unction into his caress, to please

Madame Voss, when Marie came to kiss him before she went
to bed.

In the meantime Marie was quite aware that it was incum-
bent on her to determine what she would do. It may be as

well to declare at once that she had determined—had deter

mined fully, before her uncle and George had started for their

walk up to the wood-cutting. When she was giving them
iheir breakfast that morning her mind was fully made up.

She had had the night to lie awake upon it, to think it over,

and to realize all that George had told her. It had come
to her as quite a new thing that the man whom she wor-
shipped, worshipped her too. While she believed that nobody
else loved her ; when she could tell herself that her fate was
nothing to anybody ;—as long as it had seemed to her that the

world for her must be cold, and hard, and material ; so long
could she reconcile to herself, after some painful dubious
fashion, the idea of being the wife, either of Adrian Urmand,
or of any other man. Some kind of servitude was needful,

and if her uncle was decided that she must be banished
from his house, the kincJ of servitude which was proposed to

her at Basle would do as well as another. But when she

had learned the truth,—a truth so unexpected,—then such

servitude became impossible to her. On that morning, >vhen

she came down to give the men their breakfast, she had quite

determined that le<- the consequences be what they might
she would never become the wife of Adrian Urmand. Madame
Voss had told her husband that when Marie saw the things

purchased for her wedding coming into the house, the very

feeling that the goods had been bought would bind her to

her engagement. Marie had thought of that also, and was

aware that she must lose no time in making her purpose
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known, so that articles which would be unnecessary might
not be purchased. On that very morning, while the men had
been up in the mountain, she had sat with her aunt hem-
ming sheets,—intended as an addition to the already overflow-

ing stock possessed by M. Urmaiid. It was with difficulty

that she had brought herself to do that,—telling herself, how-
ever, that as the linen was there, it must be hemmed,
when there had come a question of marking the sheets, she had
evaded the task,—not without raising suspicion in the bosom of

Madame Voss.

But it was, as she knew, absolutely necessary that her

uncle should be informed of her purpose. When he had
come to her after the walk, and demanded of her whether
she still intended to marry Adrian Urmand, she had ans-

wered him falsely. " I suppose so," she had said. The
question—such a question as it was— had been put to her

too abruptly to admit of a true answer on the spur of the

moment. But the falsehood almost stuck in her throat and
was a misery to her till she could set it right by a clear

declaration of the truth. She had yet to determine what
she would do ;—how she would tell this truth ; in what way she

would ensure to herself the power of carrying out her pur-

pose. Her mind, the reader must remember, was somewhat
dark in the matter. She was betrothed to the man, and she

had always heard that a betrothal was half a marriage.

And yet she knew of instances in which marriages had
been broken off after betrothal quite as ceremonious as

her own,—had been broken off without scandal or special

censure from the Church. Her aunt, indeed, and M. le

Cur^ had, ever since the plighting of her troth to M. Urmand,
spoken of the matter in her presence, as though the wed-

ding were a thing already nearly done ;—not suggesting by

the tenour of their speech that any one could wish in any

case to make a change, but pointing out incidentally that

any change was now out of the question. But Marie had
been sharp enough to understand perfectly the gist of her

aunt's manoeuvres and of the priest's incidental information.

The thing could be done, she knew ; and she feared no one

in the doing of it,—except her uncle. But she did fear

that if she simply told him that it must be done, he would
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have such a power over her that she would not succeed.

In what way could she do it first, and then tell him after

wards ?

At last she determined that she would write a letter to M.
Urmand, and shew a copy of the letter to her uncle when the

post should have taken it so far out of Granpero on its

way to Basle, as to make it impossible that her uncle should

recall it. Much of the day after George's departure, and
much of the night, were spent in the preparation of this

letter. Marie Bromar was not so well practised in the

writing of letters as will be the majority of the young ladies

who may, perhaps, read her history. It was a difficult thing

for her to begin the letter, and a difficult thing for her to

bring it to its end. But the letter was written and sent.

The post left Granpere at about eight in the morning,

taking all letters by way of Remiremont ; and on the day
following George's departure, the post took Marie Bromar's

letter to M. Urmand.
When it was gone, her state of mind was very painful.

Then it was necessary that she should show the copy to her

uncle. She had posted the letter between six and seven with

her own hands, and had then come trembling back to the inn,

fearful that her uncle should discover what she had done before

her letter should be beyond his reach. When she saw the mail

conveyance go by on its route to Remiremont, then she knew
that she must begin to prepare for her uncle's wrath. She

thought that she had heard that the letters were detained

some time at Remiremont before they went on to Epinal in one

direction, and to Mulhouse to the other. She looked at

the railway time-table, which hung up in one of the

passages of the inn, and saw the hour of the departure of

the diligence from Remiremont to catch the train at Mulhouse

for Basle. When that hour was passed, the conveyance of her

letter was insured, and then she must show the copy to her

uncle. He came into the house about twelve and ate his din-

ner with his wife in the little chamber. Marie, who was in

and out of the room during the time, would not sit down with

them. When pressed to do so by her uncle, she declared that she

had eaten lately and was not hungry. It was seldom that she

w ould sit down to dinner, and this therefore gave rise to no
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special remark. As soon as his meal was over, Michel Yoss
got up to go about his business, as was usual with him. Then
Marie followed him into the passage.

" Uncle Michel," she said, " I want to speak to you for a

moment ; will you come with me ?"

" What is it about, Marie ?"

"If you will come, I will show you."
" Show me ? What will you show me ?"

"It's a letter, Uncle Michel. Come up-stairs and see it."

Then he followed her up-stairs, and in the long public room,
which was at that hour deserted, she took out of her pocket
the copy of the letter to Adrian Urmand, and put it into her

uncle's hands.

"It is a letter. Uncle Michel, which I have written to M.
Urmand. It went this morning, and you must see it."

"A letter to Urmand," he said as he took the paper suspi-

ciously into his hands.

"Yes, Uncle Michel. I was obliged to let him know it. I

am afraid you will be angry with me, and—turn me away ; but

I cannot help it."

The letter was as follows,

—

" 7he Hotel Lim d'Or^ Granpere^
" October, 1, 186—.

"M. Urmand,—
"I take up my pen in great sorrow and remorse to write

you a letter, and to prevent you from coming over here for

me, as you intended, on this day fortnight. I have promised

to be your wife, but it cannot be. I know that I have behav-

ed very badly, but it would be worse if I were to go on and
deceive you. Before I knew you I had come to be fond of

another man ; and I find now, that I have struggled hard to

do what my uncle wishes, that I could not promise to love you
and be your wife. I have not told Uncle Michel yet, but 1

shall as soon as this letter is gone.
" I am very, very sorry for the trouble that I have given you.

I did not mean to be bad. I hope that you will forget me, and
try to forgive me. No one knows better than I do how bad I

have been.
" Vour most humble servant,

"With the greatest respect,
" Marie Bromar."
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The letter had taken her long to write, and it took her uncle

long to read, before he came to the end of it. He did not get

through a line without sundry interruptions, which all arose

from his determination to contradict at once every assertion

which she made. " You cannot prevent his coming,'' he

said, "and it shall not be prevented." *'0f course, you have
promised to be his wife, and it must be." "Nonsense about

deceiving him. He is not deceived at all." " Trash—you are

not fond of another man. It is all nonsense." " You must
do what your uncle wishes. You must, now ! you must ! Of
course, you will love him. Why can't you let all that come as

it does with others ]" " Letter gone—yes, indeed, and now I

must go after it."' " Trouble !—yes !—Why could you not tell

me before you sent it ? Have I not always been good to you 1"

" You have not been bad ; not before. You have been very

good. It is this that is bad." " Forget yon, indeed. Of
course he won't. How should he? Are you not betrothed to

him 1 He'll forgive you fast enough, when you say that you

did not know what you were about when you were writing it"

Thus her uncle went on ; and as the outburst of his wrath was,

as it were, chopped into little bits by having to continue the

reading of the letter, the storm did not fall upon Marie's head

so violently as she had expected.
" There's a pretty kettle of fish j'^ou've made," said he as soon

as he had finished reading the letter. " Of course, it means
nothing."

" But it must mean something, Uncle Michel."
" I say it means nothing. Now I'll tell you what I shall do,

Marie. I shall start for Basle directly. I shall get there by
twelve o'clock to-night by going through Colmar, and I shall

endeavour to intercept the letter before Urmand would receive

it to-morrow."

This was a cruel blow to Marie after all her precautions.
" If I cannot do that, I shall at any rate see him before he

gets it. That is what I shall do, and you must let me tell him,

Marie, that you repent having written the letter."

" But I don't repent it, Uncle Michel ; I don't indeed. I

can't repent it. How can I repent it when I really mean it 1 I

shall never become his wife. Indeed I shall not. Oh, Uncle

Michel, pray, pray, pray, do not go to Basle."
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But Michel Voss resolved that he would go to Basle, and to

Basle he went. The immediate wei<;ht, too, of Marie's misery
was aggravated by the fact that in order to catch tlie train for

Basle at Colmar, lier uncle need not start quite immediately.

There was an hour during which he could continue to exercise

his eloquence upon his niece, and endeavour to induce her to

authorize him to contradict her own letter. He appealed first

to her affection, and then to her duty ; and after that, having
failed in these appeals, he poured forth the full vials of his wrath
upon her head. She was ungrateful, obstinate, false, unwoman-
ly, disobedient, irreligious, sacriligious, and an idiot. In the

fury of his anger, there was hardly any epithet of severe rebuke
which he spared, and yet, as every cruel word left his mouth,
he assured her that it should all be taken to mean nothing
if she would only now tell him that he might nullify the letter.

Though she had deserved all these bad things which he had spo-

ken of her, yet she should be regarded as having deserved none
of them, should again be accepted as having in all points done
her duty, if she would only, even now be obedient. But she

was not to be shaken. She had at last formed a resolution,

and her uncle's words had no effect towards turning her from it.

"Uncle Michel," she said at last," speaking with much seii-

ousness of purpose, and a dignity of person that was by no
means thrown away upon him, " if I am what you say, I had
better go away from your Irouse, I know I have been bad. I

was bad to say that I would marry M. Urmand. I will not

defend myself. But nothing on earth shall make me marry
him. You had better let me go away, and get a place as a ser-

vant among our friends at Epinal."

But Michel Voss, though he was heaping abuse upon her with

the hope that he might thus achieve his purpose, had not the

remotest idea of severing the connection which bound him and
her together. He wanted to do her good, not evil. She was
exquisitely dear to him. If she would only let him have his

way and provide for her welfare as he saw, in his wisdom,
would be best, he would at once take her in his arms again and
tell her that she was the apple of his eye. But she would not ;

and he went at last off on his road to Colmar and Basle, gnash-

ing his teeth in anger.
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CHAPTER XVI.

OTHING was yaid to Marie about her sins on that after

noon after her uncle had started on his journey. Every
thing in the hotel was blank, and sad, and gloomy

;

but there was at any rate the negative comfort of silence, and
Marie was allowed to go about the house and do her work with-

out rebuke. But she observed that the Curd— M. le Cur^
Goudin—sat much with her aunt during the evening, and she

did not doubt but that she herself and her iniquities made the

subject of their discourse.

M. le Curd Goudin, as he was generally called at Granpere,

—being always so spoken of, with his full name and title, by

the large Protestant portion of the community,—was a man
very much respected by all the neighbourhood. He was res-

pected by the Protestants because he never interfered with

them, never told them either behind their backs or before their

faces that they would be damned as heretic's, and never tried

the hopeless task of converting them. In his intercourse with

them he dropped the subject of religion altogether,—as a phil-

ologist will drop his grammar or his insects in his intercourse

with those to whom grammar and insects are matters of indif

ference. And he was respected by the Catholics of both sorts,—

by those who did not and by those who did adhere with strict-

ness to the letter of their laws of religion. With the former he

did his duty, perhaps without much enthusiasm. He preached

to them, if they would come and listen to him. He christened

them, confirmed them, and absolved them from their sins,—of

course after due penitence. But he lived with them, too, in a

friendly way, pronouncing no anathemas against them, because

they were not as attentive to their religious exercises as they

might have been. But with those who took a comfort in sacred

things, who liked to go to early masses in cold weather, to be

punctual at ceremonies, to say the rosary as surely as the even

ing came, who knew and performed all the intricacies of fast

ing as ordered by the bishop, down to the refinement of an
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egg more or less, in the whole Lent, or the absence of butter

from the day's cookery,—with these he had all that enthusiasm
which such people like to encounter in their priest. We may
say therefore that he was a wise man,—and probably on the

whole, a good man ; that he did good service in his parish, and
helped his people along in their lives not inelliciently. He was
a small man, with dark hair very closely cut, with a tonsure

that was visible but not more th in visible, with a black beard

that was shaved every Tuesday, Friday and Saturday evenings,

but which was very black indeed on the Tuesday and Friday

mornings. He always wore the black gown of his office, but

would go about his parish with an ordinary soft slouch hat,

—

thus subjecting his a})pearance to an absence of ecclesiastical

trimness which perhaps the more enthusiastic of his friends

regretted. Madame Voss certainly would have wished that he

would have had himself shaved at any rate every other day,

and that he would have abstained from showing himself to the

street of Granpere, without clerical hat. But though she was
very intimate with her Cur6, and had conferred upon him much
material kindness, she had never dared to express her opinion

to him upon these matters.

During much of that afternoon M. leCur6 sat with Madame
Voss, but not a word was said to Marie about her disobedience

either by him or by her. Nevertheless Marie felt that her sins

Were being discussed and that the lecture was coming. She
herself had never quite liked M. le Cur6—not having any spe-

cial reason for disliking him, but regarding him as a man who
was perhaps a little deficient in spirit, and perhaps a trifle too

mindful of his creature comforts. M. le Cur6 took a givat deal

of snuff, and Marie did not like snuff-taking. Her uncle

smoked a great deal of t-obacco, and that she thought very nice

and proper in a man. Had her uncle taken the snuff and the

priest smoked the tobacco, she would probably have equally

approved of her uncle's practice and disapproved of the priest

;

—because she loved the one and did not love the other. She
had thought it probable that she might be sent for during the

evening, and had, therefore, made for herself an immensity of

household work, the performance of all which on that very

evening the interests of the Lion d'Or would imperatively

demand. The work was all done, but no message from Aunt
•Tosey summoned Marie into the little parlour.
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Nevertheless Marie had been quite right in her judgment.

On the following morning, between eight and nine, M. lo Ciir6

was again in the house, and had a cup of coffee taken to him in

the little parlour. Marie, who felt angry at his return, would
not take it herself, but sent it in by the hands of Peter Veque.

Peter Veque returned in a few minutes with a message to

Marie saying that M. le Cur6 wished to see her.

"Tell him that I am very busy," said Marie. "Say that

uncle is away, and that there is a deal to do. Ask him if ano-

ther day won't suit as well."

She knew when she sent this message that another day
would not suit as well. And she must have known also that

her uncle's absence made no diff'erence in her work. Peter

came back with a request from Madame Voss that Marie would
go to her at once. Marie pressed her lips together, clenched

her fists, and walked down into the room without the delay of

an instant.

" Marie, my dear," said Madame Voss, " le Cur6 wishes to

speak to you. I will leave you for a few minutes. '' There
was nothing for it but to listen. Marie could not refuse to be

lectured by the priest. But she told herself that having had
the courage to resist her uncle, it certainly was out of the ques-

tion that any one else should have the power to move her.

" My dear Marie," began the Cur6, '-your aunt has been

telling me of this little difference between you and your affi

anced husband. Won't you s'' ^own, Marie, because we shall

be able so to talk mare comforlably f
" I don't want to talk about it at all," said Maiie. But she

sat down as she was bidden.
*' But, my dear, it is needful that your friends should talk to

you. I am sure that you have too much sense to think that a

young woman like yourself should refuse to hear her friends."

Marie had it almost on her tonguo to tell the priest that the

only friends to whom she choose to listen were her uncle and her

aunt, bnt she thought that it might perhaps be better that she

should remain silent, " Of course my dear, a young person

like you must know that she must walk by advice, and I am
sure you must feel that no one can give it you more fiir^

tingly than your own priest." Then he took a large pinch of

snuff.
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"If it vrere anything to do with the Church,—yes," she
said.

" And this has to do with tho Church very much. Indeed
I do not know how any of our duties in this life cannot have to
do with the Church. There can be no (hity omitted a« to

which you wouUi not acknowledge that it wjis nece.ssary that

you should get absolution from your prie.st."

" But that would be in thn church," said Marie, not (juite

knowing how to make good her point.

" Whether you are in the church or out of it, is junt the same.
If you were sick and in bed, woukl your priest be nothing to

you then ?"

" But I am quite well. Father Goudin."
" Well in health ! but sick in spirit,—as I am sun; you mu.st

own. And I must explain to you, my dear, that there is a

matter in which your religious duty is specially in question.

You have been betrothed, you know, to M. Urmand."
" But people betrothed are very often not married," said

i^,| Marie quickly. "There was Annette Lolme at Saint Die.

J I She was betrothed to Jean Stein at Pugnac. That was only
last winter. And then there was something wrong about the

money ; and the betrothal went for nothing, and Fatlier Car-

rier himself said it was all right. If it was all right for An-
nette Lolme, it must be all right for me,— as far as betrothing

goes."

The story that Marie told so clearly was perfectly true, and
M. le Cur6 Goudin knew that it was true. He wished now to

teach Marie that if certain circumstances should occur after a
betrothal which should make the marriage inexpe'lient in the

eyes of the parents of the" young people, then the authority of

the Church would not exert itself to insist on the sacred nature

of the pledge
;
—but that if the pledge was to be called in ques-

tion simply at the instance of a capricious young woman, then
the Church would have full power. His object, in short, was
to insist on parental authority, giving to parental authority

some little additional strength from his own sacerdotal recog-

nition of the sanctity of the betrothing promise. But he fear-

ed that Marie would be too strong for him if not also too clear-

headed. "You cannot mean to tell me," said he, ** that you
think that such a solemn promise as you have given to this

I
i
Mt
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1

1

young man, taking one from him as solemn in return, is to go
for nothing V

"I am very sorry that I promised,—very sorry indeed; but

I cannot keep my promise."
" You are bound to keep it, especially as all your friends

wish the marriage, and think that it will be good for you.

Annette Lolme's friends wished her not to marry. It is my
duty to tell you, Marie, that if you break your faith to M.
Urmand, you will commit a very grievous sin, and you will

commit it with your eyes open."

"If Annette Lolme might change her mind because her lover

had not got as much money as people wanted, I am sure I

may change mine because I don't love a man."
" Annette did what her friends advised her."

'' Then a girl must always do what her friends tell her? If

I don't marry M. Urmand, I shan't be wicked for breaking my
promise, but for disobeying Uncle Michel."

" You will be wicked in every way," said the priest.

" No, M. le Cur6. If I had married M. Urmand, I know I

should be wicked to leave him, and I would do my best to

live with him and make him a good wife. But I have found

out in time that I can't love him ; and therefore I am sure

that I ought not to marry him, and I won't."

There was much more said between them, but M. le Cur6

Goudin was not able to prevail in the least. He tried to cajole

her, and he tried to persuade by threats, and he tried to con-

quer her by gratitude and affection towards her uncle. But

he could not prevail at all.

" It is of no use my staying here any longer, M. le Cur6,"

she said at last, "because I am quite sure that nothing on

earth will induce me to consent. I am very sorry for what I

have done. If you tell me that I have sinned, I will repent

and confess it. I have repented, and am very, very sorry. I

know now that I was very wrong ever to think it possible that

I could be his wife. But you can't make me think that I am
wrong in this."

Then she left him, and as soon as she was gone, Madame
Voss returned to hear the priest's report as to his success.

In the meantime, Michel Voss had reached Basle, arriving

there some five hours before Marie's letter, and, in his ignorance

'
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of the law, had made his futile attempt to intercept the letter

before it reached the hands of M. Urmand. But he was with

Urmand when the letter was delivered, and endeavoured to

persuade his young friend not to open it. But in doing this

he was obliged to explain, to a certain extent, what was the

nature of the letter. He was obliged to say so much about it

as to justify the unhappy lover in asserting that it would be

better for them all that he should know the contents. " At
any rate, you will promise not to believe it," said Michel.

And he did succeed in obtaining from M. Urmand a sort of

promise that he would not regard the words of the letter as

in truth expressing Marie's real resolution. *• Girls, you
know are such queer cattle," said Michel. " They think about
all manner of things, and then they don't know what they are

thinking."
" But who is the other man ?" demanded Adrian, as soon as

he had finished the letter. Any one judging from his coun-

tenance when he asked the question would have imagined that,

in spite of his promise, he believed every word that had been
written to him. His face was a picture of blank despair, and
his voice was low and hoarse. " You must know whom she

means," he added, when Michel did not at once reply.

" Yes j I know whom she means."

"Who is it then, M. Voss."
" It is George, of course," replied the inn-keeper.
" I did not know," said poor Adrian Urmand.
" She never spoke a dozen words to any other man in her

life, and as for him, she has hardly seen him for the last

eighteen months. He has come over and said something to

her, like a traitor,—has reminded her of some childish pro-

mise, some old vow, something said when they were children,

and meaning nothing ; and so he has frightened her."

" I was never told that there was anything between them,"

said Urmand, beginning to think that it would become him to

be indignant.
" There was nothing to tell,—literally nothing."
" They must have been writing to each other."

"Never a line ; on my word as a man. It was just as I tell

you. When George went from home, there had been some
fooling, as I thought, between them ; and I was glad that he

J
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slioiild go. I didn't think it meant anything, or ever would."

As Michel Voss said this, there did occur to him an idea that

perhai>s, after all, he had been wrong to interfere in the first

instance,—that there had been no really valid reason why
George should not have married Marie Bromar ; but that did

not in the least influence his judgment as to what it might
be expedient to do now. He was still as sure as ever that

as things stood now, it was his duty to do all in his power to

]>ring about the marriage between his niece and Adrian
Urmand. " But since that, there has been nothing," continu-

ed he, " absolutely nothing. Ask her and she will tell you so.

It is some romantic idea of hers that she ought to stick

to her first promise, now that she has been reminded of

it."

All this did not convince Adrian Urmand, who for a

while expressed his opinion that it would be better for him to

take Marie's refusal, and thus to let the matter drop. It would
be very bitter to him, because all Basle had now heard of his

proposed marriage, and a whole shower of congratulations

had already fallen upon him from his fellow townspeople
;

but he thought that it would be more bitter to be rejected

again in person by Marie Bromar, and then to be stared at Vjy

all the natives of Granpere. He acknowledged that George
Voss was a traitor ; and would have been ready to own that

Marie was another, had Michel Voss given him any encourage-

ment in that direction. But Michel throughout the whole
morning — and they were closeted together for hours,—declared

that poor Marie was more sinned against than sinning. If

Adrian was but once more over at Granpere, all would be

made right. At last Michel Voss prevailed, and persuaded

the young man to return with him to the Lion d'Or.

They started early on the following morning, and travelled

to Granpere by way of Colmar and the mountain. The father

thus passed twice through Colmar, l)ut on neither occasion did

he call upon his son.

„L,.t"JA'
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CHAPTER XVII.

|HEKE had Ijeen very little said between Michel Voss
and Urmand on their journey towards Granpere till

they were at the top of the Vosges, on the mountain
road, at which place they had to leave their little carriage

and bait their horse. Indeed Michel had l)een asleej) dur-

ing almost the entire time. On the night but one before

he had not been in bed at all, having reached Basle after

midnight, and having passed the hours 'twixt that and his

morning visit to Urmand's house in his futile endeav-

ours to stop poor Marie's letter. And the departure of the

travellers from Basle on this morning had been very early

so that the poor innkeeper had been robbed of his ju'oper al-

lowance of natural rest. He had slept soundly in the train to

Colmar, and had afterwards .slept in a little caJkhe which had
taken them to the top of the mountain. Urmand had sat

sihrit by his side,—by no means anxious to disturb his com-

panion, because he had no determined plan ready to commu-
nicate. Once or twice before he reached Colmar he had
thought that he would go back again. He had been, he felt,

badly treated ; and, though he was very fond of Marie, it

w^ould be better for him perhaps to wash his hands of tht^

whole affair. He was so thinking the whole way to Colmar.

But he was afraid of Michel Voss, and when they got out up-

on the platform there, he had no resolution ready to be de-

clared as fixed. Then they had hired the little carriage, and
Michel Voss had slept again. He had slept all througli Muns-
ter, and up the steep mountain, and was not thoroughly awake
till they were summoned to get out at the wonderfully fine

house for refreshments which the late Emperor caused to be

built at the top of the hill. Here they went into the restaur-

ant, and as Michel Voss was known to the man wjio k(!pt it,

he ordered a bottle of wine. " What a terrible place to live in

all the winter ! " he said, as he looked down tlirough the win-

dow right into the deep valley below. From the spot on
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which the house is built you can see all the broken wooded
ground of the steep descent, and then the broad plain that

stretches away to the valley of the Rhine. " There is nothing
but snow here after Christmas," continued Michel, " and per-

haps not a Christian over the road for days together. I

shouldn't like it, I know. It may be all very well just

710W."

But Adrian Urmand was altogether inattentive either to

the scenery now before him, or to the prospect of the moun-
tain innkeeper's winter life. He knew that two hours and a

half would take them down the mountain into Granpere, and
that when there it would be at once necessary that he should

begin a task the idea of which was by no means pleasant to

him. He was quite sure now that he wished he had remained at

Basle, and that he had accepted Marie's letter as final. He
told himself again and again that he could not make her

marry him if she chose to change her mind. What was he to

say, and what was he to do when he got to Granpere, a place

which he almost wished that he had never seen in spite of

those profitable linen-buyings ? And now when Michel Voss
began to talk to him about the scenery and what this man up
in the mountain did in the winter,— at this moment when his

terrible trouble was so very near him,—he felt iU to be an
insult, or at least a cruelty. "(What can he do from December
till April except smoke and drink f asked Michel Voss.

" I don't care what he does," said Urmand, turning away,
" I only know I wish I'd never come here."

" Take a glass of wine, my friend," said Michel. " The
mountain air has made you chill." Urmand took the glass of

wine, but it did not cheer him much. " We shall have it all

right before the day is over," continued Michel.
" I don't think it will ever be all right," said the other.

" And why not ? The fact is, you don't understand young
V, omen ; as how should you, seeing that you have not had to

manage them? You do as I tell you, and just be round with

her. You tell her that you don't desire any change yourself,

and that after what has passed you can't allow her to think

of such a thing. You speak as though you had a downright

claim, as you have ; and all will come right. It's not that she

cares for him, you know. You must remember that. She has
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never even said a word of that kind. I haven't a doubt on my
mind as to which she really likes best ; but it's that stupid

promise, and the way that George has had of making her })o

lieve that she is bound by the first word she ever spoke to a

young man. It's only nonsense, and of course we must get

over it." Then they were summoned out, the horse having
finished his meal, arid were rattled down the hill into Gran-
pere without many more words between them.

One other word was spoken, and that word was hardly

pleasant in its tone. Urmand at least did not relish it. " f

shall go away at once if she doesn't treat me as she ou^-lit,"

said he, just as they were entering the village.

Michel was silent for a moment before he answered " You'll

behave I am sure, as a man ought to behave to a young woman
whom he intends to make his wife." The words themselves

were civil enough ; but there was a tone in the innkeeper's

voice and a flame in his eye, which made Urmand almost
eel that he had been threatened. Then tliey drove into the

space in front of the door of the Lion d'Or.

Michel had made for himself no plan whatsoever. He led

the way at once into the house, and Urmand followed, hardly

daring to look up into the face of the person around him.

They were both of them soon in the presence of Madame Voss,

but Marie Bromar was not there. Marie had been sharp

enough to perceive who was coming before they were out of

the carriage, and was already ensconced in some safer retreat

up stairs, in which she could meditate on her plan of the cam-
paign. " Look lively and get us something to eat," said

Michel, meaning to be cheerful and self-possessed. " We left

Basle at five and have not eaten a mouthful since." It was
now nearly four o'clock, and the bread and cheese which had
been served with the wine on the top of the mountain had of

course gone for nothing. Madame Voss immediately began to

bustle about, calling the cook and Peter Veque to her assistance.

But nothing for awhile was said about Marie. Urmand, try-

ing to look as though he were self-possessed, stood with his

back to the stove and whistled. For a few minutes, during

which the bustling about the table went on, Michel was wrap-

ped in thought and said nothing. At last he had made up his

mind, and spoke :
" We might as well make a dash at it at
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once," said he. " Where is Marie ?" No one answered him.

"Where is Marie Bromar T he asked again angrily. He
knew that it behoved him now to take upon himself at once the

real authority of a master of a house.
" She is up-stairs," said Peter, who Avas straightening a

table-cloth.

"Tell her to come down to me," said her uncle. Peter de-

parted immediately, and for awhile there was silence in the

little room. Adrian Urmand felt his heart to palpitate dis-

agreeably. Indeed the manner in which it would appear that

the innkeeper proposed to manage the business was distressing

enough to him. It seemed as though it were intended that he
should discuss his little difficulties with Marie in the presence

of the whole household. But he stood his ground and sounded
one more ineJectual little whistle. In a few minutes Peter re-

turned, but said nothing. " Where is Mario Brpmar ? " again

demanded Michel i an angry voice.

" I told her to come down," said Peter.

"Well?"
" I don't think she's coming," said Peter.
" What did she say ?

''

" Not a word :—she only bade me go down." Then Michel

walked into the kitchen as though he were about to fetch the

recusant himself. But he stopped himself, and asked his wife

to go up to Marie. Madame Voss did go up, and after her

I'eturn there was some whispering bet^'^een her and her hus-

band. " She is upset by the excitement of your return,"

Michel said at last, " and we must give her a little grace.

Come ;—we will eat our dinner."

In the meantime Marie was sitting on her bed up-stairs in a

most unhappy plight. She really loved her uncle, and almost

feared him. She did fear him with that sort of fear which is

produced by reverence and habits of obedience, but which, when
softened by affection, hardly makes itself known as fear except

on troublous occasions. And she was oppressed by the remem-
brance of all that was due from her to him and to her aunt,

feeling as it was natural that she should do in compliance with
the manners and habits of her people, that she owed a duty of

obedience in this matter of marriage. Though she had been

able to hold her own against the priest, and had been quite
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firm in opposition to her aunt—who was in truth a woman
much less strong by nature than herself,—she dreaded a further

dispute with her uncle. She could not bear to think that he

should be enabled to accuse her with justice of ingratitude. It

had been her great pleasure to be true to him, and he had
answered her truth by a perfect confidence which had given a

charm to her life. Now this would be all over, and she would
be driven again to beg him to send her away, that she might
become a household drudge elsewhere. And now that this

very moment of her agony had come, and that this man to

whom she had given a promise was there to claim her, how
was she to go down and say what she had to say, before all the

world 1 It was perfectly clear to her that in accordance with

her reception of Urmand at the first moment of their meeting,

so must be her continued conduct towards him, till he should

leave her,—or else take her away with him. She could not

smile on him and shake hands with him, and cut his bread for

him and pour out his wine, after such a letter as she had written

to him, without signifying thereby that the letter was to go for

nothing. Now, let what might happen, the letter was not to

go for nothing. The letter was to remain a true fact, and a

true letter. .

" I can't go down. Aunt Josey ; indeed I can't," she said.. " I

am not well, and I should drop. Pray tell Uncle Michel with

my best love and with my duty, that I can't go to him now."

And she sat still upofa her bed, not weeping, but clasping

her hands, and trying to see her way out of her misfortune.

The dinner was eaten in grim silence, and after the dinner

Michel, still grimly silent, sat with his friend on the bench be-

fore the door and smoked a cigar. WV^ile he was smoking,

Michel said never a word. But he was thinking of the diffi-

culty he h^d to overcome ; and he was thinking also, at odd
moments, whether his own son George was not, after all, a

better sort of lover for a young woman than this young man
who was seated by his side. But it never occurred to him
that he night find a solution of the difficulty by encouraging

this second idea. TTimand during this time was telling him-

self that it behoved him to be a man, and that his sitting there

in silence was hardly proof of his manliness. He^knew that he

was being ill-treated, and that he must do something to redrebej
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his own wrongs, if he only knew how to do. He was quite de-

termined that he would not be a coward ; that he would stand

up for his own rights. But if a young woman won't marry a
man, a man can't make her do so, either by scolding her, or by
fighting any of her friends. In this case the young lady's

friends were all on his side. But the weight of that half hour
of silence and of Michel's gloom was intolerable to him. At
last he got up and declared he would go and see an old woman
who would have linen to sell.

" As I am here, I might as well do a stroke of work," he said,

striving to be jocose.
" Do," said Michel ; " and in the meantime I will see Marie

Bromar."
Whenever Michel Voss was heard to call his niece Marie

Bromar, using the two names, it was understood by all who
heard him about the hotel that he was not in a good humour.
As soon as Urmand was gone, he rose slowly from his seat, and
with heavy steps he went up-stairs in search of the refractory

girl. He went straight to her own bed-room, and there he
found her still sitting on her bedside. She jumped up as soon

as he was in the room, and running up to him, took him by
the arm.

" Uncle Michel," she said, " pray, pray be good to me. Pray,

spare me !"

" I am good to you," he said. " I try to be good to you."
" You know that I love you. Do you not know that I love

you ?"

Then she paused, but he made no answer to her. He was
surer of nothing in the world than he was of her affection, but
it did not suit him to acknowledge it at that moment.

" I would do anything for you that I could do, Uncle Michel

;

but pray do not ask me to do this."

Then she clasped him tightly, and hung upon him, and put
up her face to be kissed. But he would not kiss her."

" Ah," said she; you mean to be hard to me. Then I must
go ; then I must go ; then I must go."

" That is nonsense, Marie. You cannot go, till you go to your
husband. Where would you go to?"

" It matters not where I go to now."
" Marie, you are betrothed to this man, and you must con-
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sent to become his wife. Say that you will consent, and all

this nonsense shall be tbrgotten."

She did not say thut she would consent ; but she did not say

that she would not, and he thought that he might persuade her,

if he could speak to her as he ought. But he doubted which
might be most efficacious, affection or severity. He had assur-

ed himself that it would be his duty to be very severe, before

he gave up the point ; but it might be possible, as she was so

sweet with him, so loving and so gracious, that affection might
prevail. If so, how much easier would the task be to himself

!

So he put his arm round her, and stooped down and kissed her.

" Oh, Uncle Michel," she said ;
" dear, dear Uncle Michel

;

say that you will spare me, and be on my side, and be good
to me."

" My darling girl, it is for your own good, for the good of

us all, that you should marry this man. Do you not know
that I would not tell you so if it were not true ? I cannot be
more good to you than that."

" I can—not, Uncle Michel."
" Tell me why, now. What is it? Has anybody been bring-

ing tales to you T
" Nobody has brought any tales."

" Is there anything amiss with him 1"

"It is not that. It is not that at all. I am sure he is an
excellent young man, and I wish with all my heart he had a

better wife than I can ever be."

He thinks you will be quite good enough for him."

I am not good for anybody. I am very bad."
" Leave him to judge of that."
" I cannot do it, Uncle Michel. I can never be Adrian Ur-

mand's wife."

" But why, why, why?" repeated Michel, who was beginning

to be again angered by his own want of success. " You have

said that a dozen times, but have never attempted to give a

reason."
" I will tell you the reason. It is because I love George

with all my heart, and with all my soul. He is so dear to me
that I should always be thinking of him. I could not help

myself. I should always have him in my heart. Would that

be right, Uncle Michel, if I were married to another man T
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" Then why did you accept the other man ? There is noth-

ing changed since then."
" I was wicked then."
" I don't think you were wicked at all ;—butat any rate you

did it. You didn't think anything about having George in

your heart then."

It was hard for her to answer this, and for a moment or two
she was silenced. At last she found a re^ply.

" I thought everything was dead within me then,—and that

it didn't signify. Since then he has been here, and he has

told me all."

" I wish he had stayed where he was, with all my heart.

We did not want him here," said the innkeeper in his

anger.
" But he did come, Uncle Michel. I did not send for him,

but he did come."
" Yes ; he came,—and he has disturbed everything that I

had arranged so happily. Look here, Marie. I lay my com-
mands upon you as your uncle and guardian, and I may say

also as your best and staunchest friend, to be true to the

solemn engagement which you have made with this young
man. I will not hear any answer from you now, but I leave

you with that command. Urmand has come here at my re-

quest, because I told him that you would be obedient. If you
make a fool of me, and of yourself, and of us all, it will be im-

possible that I should forgive you. He will see you this even-

ing, and I will trust to your good sense to receive him "with

propiiety." Then Michel Voss left the room and descended
with ponderous steps, indicative ofa heavy heart.

Marie, when she was alone, again seated herse'f on tlie bed-

side. Of course she must see Adrian Urmand. She was quite

aware that she could not encounter him now with that half-

saucy, independent air which had come to her quite naturally

before she had accepted him. She would willingly humble
herself in the dust before him, if by so doing she could

induce him to relinquish his suit. But if she could not

do so ; if she could not talk over either her uncle or him to be

on, what she called, her side, then what should she do 1 Her
uncle's entreaties to her, joined to his too evident sorrow, had
upon her an effect so powerful that she could hardly overcome it.

i(
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or two

tlie

She had, as she thought, resolved most positively that nothing
should induce her to marry Adrian Urmand. She had, of

course, been very firm in this resolution when she wrote her
letter. But now,—now she was almost shaken ! When she

thought only of herself, she would almost task herself to believe

that after all it did not much matter what of happiness or of

unhappiness might befall her. If the allowed herself to be
taken to a now home at Basle she could still work and eat and
drink,-—and working, eating and drinking she could wait till

her unhappiness should be removed. She was sufficiently wise

to understand that as she became a middle-aged woman, with
perhaps children around her, her sorrow would melt into a soft

regret which would be at least endurable. And 'vhat did it

signify after all how much one such a being a,'^ hei^plf might
suffer 1 The world would go on in the same way, and her small

troubles would be of little significance. Work would save her

from utcer despondence. But when she thought of George,

and the words in which he had expressed the constancy of his

own love, and the shipwreck which would fall upon him if she

were untrue to him,—then again she would become strong in

her determination. Her uncle had threatened her with his

lasting displeasure. He had said that it would be impossible

that he should forgive her. That would be unbearable ! Yet,

when she thought of George, she told herself that it must be
borne.

Before the hour of supper came, her aunt had been with her

and she had promised to see her suitor alone. There had been
some doubt on this point between Michel and his wife, Madame
Voss thinking that either she or her husband ought to be pre-

sent. But Michel had prevailed. " I don't care what any
people may say," he replied. " I know my own girl ;—and I

know also what he has a right to expect." So it was settled,

and Marie understood that Adrian was to come to her in the

little brightly furnished sitting room up-stairs. On this occa-

sion she took no notice of the hotel supper at all. It is to be

hoped that Peter Veque proved himself equal to the occasion.

At about nine she was seated in the appointed place, and
Madame Voss brought her lover up into the room.

" Here is M. Urmand come to &peak to you," she said.

" Your uncle thinks that you had better see him alone. I am

'; HiJ
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sure you will bear in mind what it is that he and I wish."

Then she closed the door, and Adrian and Marie were left

together,
" I need hardly tell you," said he, •' what were my feelings

when your uncle came to mo yesterday morning. And when I

opened your letter and read it, I could hardly believe that it

had come from you."
" Yes, M. Urmand ;—it did come from me."
" And why—what have I done 1 The last word you had

Bpoken to me was to declare that you would be ray loving

wife,"
" Not that M. Urmand ; neverj that. When I thought it

was to be so, I told you that I would do my best to do my duty

by you."
" Say that once more, and all shall be right."

" But I never promised that I would love you. 1 could not

promise that ; and I was very wicked to allow them to give

you my troth. You can't think worse of me than I think of

myself."
" But, Marie, why should you not love me ? I am sure you

would love me."
" Listen to me, M. Urmand ; listen to me, and be generous

to me. I think you can be generous to a poor girl who is very
unhappy. I do not love you. I do not say that I should not

have loved you, if you had been the first. Why should not

any girl love you ? You are above me in every way, and rich,

and well spoken of ; and your life have been less rough and
poor than mine. It is not that I have been proud. What is

there that I can be proud of—except my uncle's trust in me ?

But George Voss had come.to me before, and had made me
promise that I would love him ;—and I do love him. How
can I help it, if I wished to help it ? Oh, M. Urmand, can
you not be generous ? Think how little it is that you will

lose." But Adrian Urmand did not like to be told of the girl's

love for another man. His generosity would almost have been
more easily reached had she told him of George's love for her.

People had assured him since he was engaged that Marie Bro-

mar was the handsomest girl in Lorraine or Alsace ; and he
felt it to be an injury that this handsome girl should prefer

such a one as George Voss to himself. Marie, with a woman's
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sharpness, perceived all this accurately. " Remember," said

she, " that I had hardly seen you when George, and I were

—

when he and I became sucli friends."

" Your uncle doesn't want you to marry his son."
" I shall never become George's wife without his consent

;

never."
" Then what wouM be the use of my giving way 1" asked

Urmand. " He would never consent."

She paused for a moment before she replied

—

" To save yourself," said she, " from living with a woman who
cannot love you, and to save me from living with a man I can-

not love."
" And is this to be all the answer you will give me ]"

** It is the request that I have to make to you," said Marie."
" Then I had better go down to your uncle." And he went

down to Michel Voss, leaving Mario Bromar again alone.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

[HE people of Colmar think Colmar to be a considerable

place, and far be it from us to hint that it is not so. It

is—or was in the days when Alsace was French—the

chief town of the Department of the Haut Rhin. It bristles

with barracks, and is busy with cotton factories. It has been

accustomed to the presence of a Prefect, and is no doubt impor-

tant. But it is not so large that people going in and out of

it can pass without attention, and this we take to be the really

true line of demarcation between a big town and a little one.

Had ivlichel Voss and Adrian Urmand passed through Lyons
or Strasbourg on theirjourney to Granpere, no one would have

noticed them, and their acquaintances in either of those cities

would not have been a bit the wiser. But it was not probable

that they should leave the train at the Colmar station, and hire

Daniel Bredin's calkhe for the mountain journey thence to

Granpere, without all the facts of the case coming to the ears

of Madanie Paragon. And when she had heard the news of

course she told it to George Voss. She had interested herself

very keenly iii the affali' of George's love, partly because she

had a soft heart of her own, and loved a ray of romance to fall

in upon her as she sat fat and helpless in her easy chair, and
partly because she thought that the future landlord of the

Hotel de la Poste at Colmar ought to be regarded as a bigger

man and a better match than any Swiss linen merchant in the

world.
" I can't think what it is that your father means," she had

said. " When he and I were young, he used not to be so fond

of the people of Basle, and he didn't think so much then of a
peddling buyer of sheetmgs and shirtings."

Madame Paragon, was rather fond of alluding to past times,

and of hinting to George that in early days, had she been wil-

ling, she might have been mistress of the Lion d'Or at Granpere,

instead of the Poste at Colmar. George never quite believed

the boast, as he knew that Madame Paragon was at least ten

years older than his father.
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" He used to think," continued Madame Faragon, " that

there was nothing better than a good house in the public line,

with a well-spirited woman inside it to stand her ground and
hold her own. But everything is changed now, since the rail-

roads came up. The pedlars become merchants, and the res-

pectable old shopkeepers must go to the wall."

George would hear all this in silence, though he knew that

his old friend was endeavouring to comfort him by making
little of the Basle linen merchant. Now, when Madame Fara-

gon learned that Michel Voss and Adrian Urmand had gone
through Colmar back from Basle on their way to Granpere, she

immediately foresaw what was to happen. Marie's marriage

was to be hurried on, George was to be thrown overboard, and
the pedlar's pack was to be triumphant over the sign of the

innkeeper.
" If I were you, George, I would dash in among them at

once," said Madame Faragon.

George was silent for a minute or two, leaving the room and
returning to it before he made any answer. Then he declared

that he would dash in among them at Granpere.
" It will be better to go over and see it all settled," he

said.

" But, George, you won't quarrel ?"

" What do you mean by quarrelling ? I don't suppose that

this man and I can be very dear friends when we meet each

other."
" You won't^have any fighting 1 Oh, George, if I thought

there was going to be fighting, I would go myself to prevent

it."

Madame Faragon no doubt was sincere in her desire that

there should be no fighting ; but, nevertheless, there was a life

and reality about this little affair which had a gratifying effect

upon her.

" If I thought I could do any good, I really would go," she

said again afterwards. But George did not encourage her to

make the attempt.

No more was said about it ; but early on the following

morning, or in truth long before the morning had dawned,
George had started upon his journey, following his father and
M. Urmand in their route over the mountain. This was the
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third time he had gone to Granpere, in the course of the pre-

sent autumn ; but on each occasion he had gone without invi-

tation and without warning. And yet, previous to this, he had
remained above a year at Colmar without taking any notice of

his family. He knew that his father would not make him wel-

come, and he almost doubted whether it would be proper for him
to drive himself direct to the door of the hotel. His father had
told him, when they were last parting from each other, that he

was nothing but a trouble. " You are all trouble," his father had
said to him. And then his father had threatened to have him
turned from the door by the servants, if he should come to the

house again before Marie and Adrian were married. He was
not afraid of his father; but he felt that he had no right to treat

the Lion d'Or as his own home, unless he was prepared to obey

his father. And he knew nothing as to Marie and her pur-

pose. He had learned from her that, were she left to herself,

she would give herself with all her heart to him. But she

would not be left to herself, and he only knew now that Adrian

Urrnand was being taken back to Granpere,— of course with

the intention that the marriage should be at once perfected.

Madame Faragon had, no doubt, been right in her advice as to

dashing in among them at once. Whatever was to be done

must be done now. But it was by no means clear to him how
he was to carry on the war when he found himself among them
all at Granpere.

It was now October, and the morning on the mountain was
very dark and cold. He had started from Colmar between

three and four, so that he had passed through Munster, and

was ascending the hill before six. He too stopped and fed his

horse at the Emperor's house at the top, and fortified himself

with a tumbler of wine and a hunch of bread. He meant to go

into Granpere and claim Marie as his own. He would go to

the priest, and to the pastor if necessary, and forbid all autho-

rities to lend their countenance to the proposed marriage. He
would speak his mind plainly, and would accuse his father of

extreme cruelty. He would call upon Madame Voss to save her

niece. He would be very savage with Marie, hoping that he

might thereby save her from herself— defying her to say either

before man or God that she loved the man whom she was

about to make her husband. And as to Adrian Urmand

.1
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himself— ; he still thought that, should the worst come to

the worst, he would try some process of choking upon Adrian
Urmand . Any use of personal violence would be distasteful to

him and contrary to his nature. He was not a man wlio in

the ordinary way of his life would probably lift his hand against

another. Such liftings of hands on the part of otlier men he

regarded as a falling back to the trucult^nce of savage life.

But on such an occasion as this he fjund liimself obliged to

acknowledge that, if the worst should come to the worst, some
attempt at choking his enemy must be made. It nmst be

made for Marie's sake, if not for his own. In this mood ol

mind he drove down to Granpere, and, not knowing M'here

else to stop, drew up his horse in the middle of the road befon^

the hotel. The stable servant, who was hanging about, imme-
diately came to him ; and there was his ftither standing, all

alone, at the door of the house. It was now ten o'clock, and
he had expected that his father would have been away from
home, as was his custom at that hour. But the innkeeper's

mind was at present too full of trouble to allow of his going

off either to the wood-cutting or to the farm.

Adrian Urmand, after his faibire with Marie on the preced-

ing evening, had not again gone down-stairs. He had taken

himself at once to his bedroom, and had remained there gloomy
and unhappy, very angry with Marie Bromar ; but, if possible,

more angry with Michel Voss. Knowing, as he must have
known, how the land lay, why had the innkeeper brought him
from Basle to Granpere 1 He found himself to have beeii^

taken in, from first to last, by the whole household, and he

would at this moment have been glad to obliterate Granpere

altogether from among the valleys of the Vosges. And so he

went to bed in wrath. Michel and Madame Voss sat below
waiting for him above an hour. Madame Voss more than once

proposed that she should go up and see what was happening.

It was impossible, she declared, that they should be talking

together all that time. But her husband had stayed her.

" Whatever they have to say, let them say it out." It seemed
to him that Marie must be giving way, if she submitted her-

self to so long an interview. When at last Madame Voss did

go up-stairs, she learned from the maid that M. Urmand had
been in bed ever so long, and on going to Marie's chamber, she

found her sitting where she had sat before. ^

'*('f
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" Yes, Aunt Josey, I will go to bed at once," she said. " Give
uncle my love."

" Then Aunt Josey had returned to her husband, and neither

of them had been able to extract any comfort from the affairs

of the evening.

Early on the following morning, M. le Cur6 was called to

a consultation. This was very distasteful to Michel Voss, be-

cause he was himself a Protestant, and, having lived all his

life with a ProtesttUit son and two Ron n Ciitholic women in

the house, he had come to feel that Father Goudin's religion

was a religion for the weaker sex. He troubled himself very

little with the doctrinal differences, having no slightest touch

of an idea that he was to be saved because he was r Protes-

tant, and that they were in peril because they we j Roman
Catholics. Nor, indeed, was there any such idea on either side

prevalent in the valley. What M. le Cur6 himself may have
believed, who can say ? Biit he never taught his parishioners

that their Protestant uncles and wives and children were to be

damned. Michel Voss was averse to priestly assistance ; but

now he submitted to it. He hardly knew himself how far that

betrothal was a binding ceremony. But he felt strongly that

he had committed himself to the marriage ; that it did not become
him to allow that his son had been right ; and also that if Marie
would only marry the man, she would find herself quite happy
in her new home. So M. le Cur6 was called in, and there was
a consultation. M. le Cur6 was quite as hot in favour of the

^
marriage as were the other persons concerned. It was, in the

first place, infinitely preferable in his eyes that his young pari-

shioner should marry a Roman Catholic. But he was not able

to undertake to use any special thunders of the Church. He
could tell the young woman what was her duty, and he had
done so. If her guardians wished it, he would do so again,

very strongly. But he did not know how he was to do more.

Then the priest told the story of Annette Lolme, pointing out

how well Marie was acquainted with the bearings of the case.

" But both consented to break off in that case," said Michel.

It was singular to observe how cruel he had become against the

girl whom he so dearly loved. The Cur6 explained to him
that neither the Ch arch nor the law could interfere to make
her marry M. Urmand. It might be explained to her that she

would
did n
that,

at the

niece

friend

"S
straw.



THE GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. 149

"Give would commit a sin requiring penance and absolution if she
did not marry him. The Church could go no further than
that. But—such was the Curb's opinion— there was no power
at the command of Michel Voss by which he could force his

niece to marry the man, unless his own internal power as a
friend and protector might enable him to do so.

" She doesn't care a straw for that now," said he. " Not a

straw. Since that fellow was over here she thinks nothing of

me, and nothing of her word."
Then he went out to 'he hotel door, leaving the priest with

his wife, and he had not stood there for a minute or two before

he saw his son's arrival. Marie, in the meantime, had not left

her room. She had sent word down to her uncle that she was
ill, and that she would beg him to go to her. As yet he had not

seen her ; but a message had been taken to her, saying that

he would come soon. Adrian Urmand had breakfasted alone,

and had since been wandering about the house alone. He also,

from the windows of the billiard-room, had seen the arrival of

George Voss.

Michel Voss, when he saw George, did not move from his

place. He was still very angry with his son, vehemently
angry, because b^'s son stood in the way of the completion of his

desires. But he had forgotten all his threats, spo^.en now
nearly a week ago. He was altogether oblivious of his decla-

ration that he would have George turned away from the door

by the servants of the inn. That his own son should treat his

house as a home was so natural to him that it did not even
occur to him now that he could bid him not to enter. There
he was again, creating more trouble ; and, as far as our friend

the innkeeper could see, likely enoiigh to be successful in his

object. Michel stood his ground, with his hands in his pockets,

because he would not even shake hands with his son. But
when George came up he bowed a recognition with his head

;

as though he should have said,—" I see you ; but I cannot say

that you are welcome to Granpere." George stood for a mo-
ment or two, and then addressed his father.

" Adrian Urmand is here with you, is he not, father?
" He is in the house somewhere," said Michel, sullenly.

" May I speak to him 1"

"I am not his keeper ; not his," and Michel put a special ac-
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cent on the last word, by which he implied that though he
was not the keeper of Adrian Urmand, he was the keeper of

somebody else. George stood awhile, hesitating, by his father's

side, and as he stood he saw through the window of the billiard-

room the figure of Urmand, who was watching them.
*' Your mother is in her own rooni

;
you had better go to

her," said Michel. Then George entered the hotel, and his

father went across the court to seek Urmand in his retreat.

In this way the difficulty of the first meeting was overcome,
and George did not find himself turned out of the Lion d'Or.

He knevr, of course, nothing of the state of affairs at the

inn. It might be that Marie had already given way, and
wa§ still the promised bride of this man. Indeed, to him
it seemed most probable that such should be the case. He
had been sent to look for Madame Voss, and Madame Voss
he found in the kitchen.

" Oh, George, who expected to see you here to-day 1" she

exclaimed.
" Nobody, I dare say," he replied. The cook was there

and two or three other servants and hangers on. It was
impossible that he should speak out before so many persons,

and he had not a friend about the place, unless Marie was
his friend. After a few moments he went into the inner

room, and Madame Voss followed him.
" I am sorry to say that everything is as unsettled as it

can be," said Madame ^'^oss.

Then Marie must be true to him ! And if so she must be

the grandest woman, the finest girl that had ever been

created 1 If so, would he not be true to her ? If so, with

what a true worship would he offer her all that he had to

give in the world ! He had come there before determined

to crush her with his thunderbolt. Now he would swear to

cherish her and keep her warm with his love for ever and ever.

" Is she here f* he asked.
" She is up stairs, in bed. You cannot see her."
" She is not ill f-

"She is making everybody else ill about the place, I

know that," said Madame Voss. "And as for you, George,

you owe a different kind of treatment to your father
,
you

do indeed. It will make an old man of him. He has set

his heart upon this and you ought to have yielded."
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It was at any rate evident that Marie was holding out,

was true to her first love, in spite of that betrothal which

had appeared to George to be so wicked, but which had in

truth been caused by his own fault. If Marie would hold

out, there would be no need that he should lay violent

hands upon Adrian Urmand, or have resort to any process

of choking. If she would only be firm, they could not suc-

ceed in making her marry the linen merchant. He was
not in the least afraid of M. le Cur6 Goudin ; nor was he

afraid of Adrian Urmand. He was not much afraid of

Madame Voss. He was afraid only of his father.

"A man cannot yield on such a matter," he said. "No
man yields in such an affair, though he may be beaten."

Madame Voss listened to him, but said nothing further.

She was busy with her work, and went on intently with

her needle.

He had asked to see Urmand, and he now went out in

quest of him. He passed across the court, and in at the

door of the caf6, and up into the billiard room. Here he

found both his father and the young man. Urmand got up to

salute him, and George took off his hat. Nothing could be

more ceremonious than the manner in which the two rivals

greeted each other. They had not seen each other for nearly

two years, and had never been intimate. When George had been

living at Granpere, Urmand had only been an occasional so-

journer at the inn, and had not as yet fallen into the habits of

friendship with the Voss faniily.

"Have you seen your mother^" Michel asked.
" Yes; I have seen her." Then there was silence for awhile.

Urmand knew not how to speak, and George was doubtful how
to proceed in the presence of his father.

Then Michel asked another question. "Ai? you going to

stay long with us, George ?"

" Certainly not long, father; I have brought nothing with

me but what you see."

" You have brought too much if you have come to give us

trouble."

Then there was another pause, during which George sat

down in a comer, apart from them. Urmand took out a cigar

and lit it, offering one to the innkeeper. But Michel Voss shook
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his head. He was very unhappy, feeling that everything
around him was wrong. Here was a son of his, of whom he
was proud, the only living^child of his first wife, a young man
of whom all people said good things ; a son whom he had al-

ways loved and trusted, and who even now, at this very mo-
ment, was showing himself to be a real man ; and yet he was
forced to quarrel with this son, and say harsh things to him,
and sit away from him with a man who was after all no more
than a stranger to him, with whom he had no sympathy; when
it would have made him so happy to be leaning on his son's

shou der, and discussing their joint affairs with unreserved con-

fidence, asking qv estions about wages, and suggesting possible

profits. He was beginning to hate Adrian Urmand. He was
beginning to hate the young man, although he knew that it

was his duty to go on with bhe marriage. Urmand, as soon as

his cigar was lighted, got up and began to knock the balls

about on the table. That gloom of silence was to him most
pa:nful.

" If you would not mind it, M. Urmand," said George, " I

would like to take a walk with you."

"Totakeawalk?"
" If it would not be disagreeable. Perhaps it would be well

that you and I should have a few minutes of conversation."
" I will leave you together here," said the father, "if you

George, will promise me that there shall be no violence." Ur-
mand looked at the innkeeper as though he did not like the

proposition, but Michel took no notice of his look.
" There certainly shall be none on my part," said George.

—

"I don't know what M. Urmand's feelings may be."

"Oh dear, no ; nothing of the kind," said Urmand. "But I

don't exactly see what we are to talk about." Michel, how-
ever, paid no attention to this, but walked slowly out of the

room. " I really don't know what there is to say," continued

Urmand, as he knocked the balls about with his cue.

" There is this to say. That girl up there was induced to

promise that she would be your wife, when she believed that

—

I had forgotten her."

"Oh dear, no ; nothing of the kind."

"That is her story. Go ard ask her. If it is so, or even if

if suits her now to say so, you will hardly as a man endeavour



THE GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. 153

to drive her into a r^arriage which she does not wish. You
will never do it, even if you do try. Though yotf go on trying

till you drive her mad, she will never be your wife. But if

you are a man, you will not continue to torment her, simply

because you have got her uncle to back you."
" Who says she will never marry me ?

"

" I say so. She says so."

" We are betrothed to each other. Why should she not

marry me 1
"

" Simply because she does not wish it. She does not love

you. Is not that enough ? She does love another man ; me

—

me-i-me. Is not that enough 1 Heaven and earth ! I would
sooner go to the galleys, or break stones upon the roads, than
take awoman to mybosomwhowas thinking of some other man."

" That is all very fine."

" Let me tell you that the other thing, that which you pro-

pose to do, is by no means fine. But I will not quarrel with

you, if I can help it. Will you go away and leave us at peace?

They say you are rich and have got a grand house. Surely

you can do better than marry a poor innkeeper's niece—a girl

that has worked hard all her life 1
"

" I could do better if I chose," said Adrian Urmand.
" Then go and do better. Do you not perceive that even my

father is becoming tired of all the trouble you are making ?

Surely you will not wait till you are tui-ned out of the house ?
"

" Who will turn me out of the house ?"

" Marie will, and my father. Do you think he'll see her

wither and droop and die, or perhaps go mad, in order that a

promise may bv kept to you 1 Take the matter into your own
hands at once, and say you will have no more to do with it.

—

That will be the manly way,"

"Is that all you have to say, my friend ? " asked Urmand,
assuming a voice that was intended to be indifferent.

" Yes—that is all. But I mean to do something more, if I

am driven to it."

" Very well. When I want advice from you, I will come to

you for it. And as for your doing, I believe you are not mas-
ter here as yet. Good morning." So saying Adrian Urmand
left the room, ?nd George Voss in a few minutes followed him
down the stairs.
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The rest of the day was passed in gloom, and wretchedness.

Geoig^ hardly spoke to his father ; but the two sat at table

together, and there was no open quarrel between them. Ur-

mand also sat with them, and tried to converse with Michel

and Madame Voss. But Michel would say very little to him,

and the mistress of the house was so cowed by the circumstan-

ces of the day that she was hardly able to talk. Marie still

kept her room ; and it was st'*ted,tothem that she was not well

and was in bed. Her uncle had gone to see her twice, but

had made no report to aii/ one of what had passed between
them.

It had come to be understood that George would sleep there,

at any rate for that night, and a bed had been prepared for

him. The party broke up very early, for there was nothing in

common among them to keep them together. Madame Voss
sat murmuring with the priest for half an hour or 50 ; but it

seemed that the gloom attendant upon the young Jovers had
settled also upon M. le Cur^. Even he escaped as early as he

could.

When George was about to undress himself there came a

knock at his door, and one of the servan.t girls put into his

hand a scrap of paper. On it was written, "I will never marry
him, never—never—never ; upon my honour."
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CHAPTER XIX.

lf^[ ICHEL VOSS at this time was a very unhappy man.

—

^T'yf1 He had tauiiht himself to believe that it would be a
"<$<5-

good thing that his niece should marry Adrian Urmand,
and that it was his duty to achieve this good thing in her be-

half. He had had it on his mind for the last year, and had
nearly brought it to pass. There was, moreover, now, at this

present moment, a clear duty on him to be true to the young
man who with his consent, and indeed very much at his in-

stance, had become betrothed to Marie Bromar. The reader

will understand how ideas of duty, not very clearly looked in-

to or analyzed, acted upon his mind. And then l^here was al-

ways present to him a recurrence of that early caution which
had made him lay a parental embargo upon anything like love

between his son and his wife's niece. Without much thinking

about it,—for he probably never thought very much about
anything,—he had deemed it prudent to separate two young
people brought up together, when they began, as he fancied, to

be foolish. An .elderly man is so apt to look upon his own son

as a boy, and on a girl who has grown up under his nose as

little more than a child ! And then George in those days had
had no business of his own, and should not have thought of

such a thing ! In this way the mind of Michel Voss had been
forced into strong hostility against the idea of a marriage be-

tween Marie and his son, and had filled itself with the spirit

of a partisan on the side of Adrian Urmand. But now, as

things had gone, he had been made very unhappy by the state

of his own mind, and consequently was beginning to feel a great

dislike for the merchant from Basle. The stupid mean little

fellow with his white pocket handkerchief, and his scent, and
his black greasy hair, had made his way into the house and had
destroyed all comfort and pleasure ! That was the light in

which Michel was now disposed to regard his previously hon-

oured guest. When he made a comparison between Adrian

and George, he could not but acknowledge that any girl of
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Rpirit and sense would prefer his son. He was very proud of

his son,—proud even of the lad's disohedience to himself on

such a subject ; and this feeling added to his discomfort.

He had twice seen Marie in her bed during that day spoken
of in the last chapter. On both occasions hehad meant to be very
firm : but it was not very easy for such a one as Michel Voss
to be firm to a young woman in her night-cap, rather pale, whose
eyes were red wit'.i weeping. A woman in bed was to him al-

ways an object oi tenderness, and a woman in tears, as his wife

well knew, could on most occasions get the better of him.

—

When he first saw Marie he merely told her to lie still and
take a little broth. He kissed her however, and patted her

cheek, and then lie got out of the room as quickly as he could.

He knew his own weakness, and was afraid to trust himself to

her prayers while she lay before him in that guise. When he

went again he had been unable not to listen to a word or two

which she had prepared, and had ready for instant speech.

—

"Uncle Michel," she said, "I will never marry any one without

your leave, if you will let M. Urmand go away." He had al-

most come to wish by this time that M. Urmand would go

away and never come back again. "How am I to send him
away ?" he had said crossly. "If you tell him, I know he will

gt »,—at once," said Marie. Michel had muttered something

about Marie's illness and the impossibility of doing anything at

present, and again had left the room. Then Marie began to

take heart of grace and to think that victory might yet be on

her side. But how was George to know that she was firmly

determined to throw those odious betrothals to the windl
Feeling it tobe absolutely incumbent on her to convey to him this

knowledge, she wrote the few words which the servant conveyed

to her lover,—making no promise in regard to him, but simply

assuring him that she would never,—never—never become the

wife of that other man.
Early on the following morning Michel Voss went off by him-

self. He could not stay in bed, and he could not hang about

the house. He did not know how to demean himself to either

of the young men when he met them. He could not be cor-

dial as he ought to be with Urmand ; nor could he be austere

to George with that austerity which he felt would have been

proper on his part. He was becoming very tired of his dignity
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and authority. Hitherto the exercise of power in his hoi'se-

hold had generally been easy enough, his wife and Marie had

always been loving and pleasant in their obedience. Till within

these last weeks there had even been tlw most perfect acconlance

between h"m and his niece. " Send him away ;—that's wry
ejisily said," he muttered to himself as Ikj went up towanls the

moujitaina ; "but ho has got my engagement, aiul of course

he'H hold me to it." He trudged on he hardly knew wither.

He was so unhappy that the mills and th«^ timhc^r-cutting were

nothing to him. When he had walked himself into a heat he

sat do\\ n and took out his pipe, but ho smoked more by habit

than for enjoyment. Supposing that he did bring himself to

change his mind,—which he did not think he ever wouhl,

—

how could he break the matter to Urmand 1 He told himself

that he was sure he would not change his mind because of his

solemn engagement to the young man ; but he did acknowledge

that the young man was not what he had taken him to b(;. -

He was effeminate, and wanted spirit, and smelt of hair grease.

Michel had discovered none of these defects,—had perhaps re-

garded the characteristics as meritorious rather than otherwise,

—while he had been hotly in favour of the marriage. Then
the hair grease and the rest of it had, in his eyes, simply been

signs of the civilisation of the town as contrasted with the rus-

ticity of the country. It was then a great thing in his eyes

that M'lrie should mairy a man so polished, though much '>f

the polioh may have come from pomade. Now his ideas were

altered, and, as he- -:at abne upon the log, he continued to turn

up his nose at poor M. VJrmand, but how was he to be rid of

him 1—and, if not of him, what was he to do then ? Was he

to let all authority go by the board, and allow the two young
people to mar y, although the whole village heard how he had
pledged himstif in this matter?

As he was fitting there, suddenly his son came upon him.

—

He frowned and went on smoking, though at heart he felt

grateful to George for having found him out and followed him.

He was altogether tired of being alone, or, worse than that, of

being left together with Adrian Urmand. But the overtures

for a general reconciliation could not come first from him, nor

could any be entertained without at least some show of obe-
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dience. ** I thought I should find you up here, " said George.
" And now you have found me, what of that 1

"

" I fancy we can talk better, father, up among the woods,

than we can down there when that young man is hanging

about. We always used to have a chat up here, you know."
" It was different then," said Michel. " That was befort'

you had learned to think it a fine thing to be your own master

and to oppose me in everything."
*

" I have never opposed you but in one thing, father.'*

" Ah, yes ; in one thing. But that one thing is everything.

Here, I've been doing the best I could for both of you, striving

to put you upon your legs, and make you a man and her a wo-

man, and this is the return I get !

"

" But what would you have had me do ?

"

" What would I have had you do ? Not come here and op-

pose me in everything."
" But when this Adrian Urmand "

"I am sick of Adrian Urmand," said Michel Voss. George

raised his eyebrows and stared. " I don't mean that," said he;

" but I am beginning to hate the very sight of the man. If

he'd had the pluck of a wren he would have carried her oft",

long ago."
" I don't know how that may be, but he hasn't done it yet.

Come, father
;
you don't like the man any more than she does.

If you get tired of him in three days, what would she do in her

whole life?"

" Why did she accept him, then 1
"

" Perhaps, father, we were all to blame a little in that."

" I was not to blame—not in the least. I won.'t admit it.

—

I fUd the best I could for her. Hhe accepted him, and they are

betrothed. The Cur6 down the^^ says it's nearly as good as

being married."

Who cares what Father Goudin says? " asked George.

I'm sure I don't," said Michel Voss.

"The betrothal means nothing, father, if either of them
phoose to change their minds. There was that girl over at

Saint Die."
" Don't tell me of the girl at Saint Die.

((

(<

I'm sick of hearing

of the girl at Saint Die. Wliat the mischief is the girl at Saint

Die to us ? We've got to do our duty if we can, like honest
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men and women ; and not follow vagaries learned from Saint

Die."

The two men walked down the hill together, reaching the

hotel about noon. Long before that time the innkeeper had
fallen into a way of acknowledging that Adrian Urmand was
an incubus ; but he had not as yet quite admitted that there

was any way of getting rid of the incubus. The idea of hav-

ing the marriage on the 1st of the present month was alto-

gether abandoned, and Michel had already asked how they

might manage among them to send Adrian Urmand back to

Basle. " He must come again, if he chooses," he had said

;

" but I suppose he had better go now. Marie is ill, and she

mustn't be worried." George proposed that his father should

tell this to Urmand himself; but it seemed that Michel, who
had never yet been known to be afraid ofany man, was in some
degree afraid of the little Swiss merchant.

" Suppose my mother says a word to him," suggested George.

"She wouldn't dare for her life," answered the father.

"I would do it."

" No, indeed, George
;
you shall do no such thing."

Then George suggested the priest ; but nothing had been
settled when they reached the inn door. There he was, swing-

ing a cane at the foot of the billiard-room stairs—the little bug-

a-boo, who was now so much in the way of all of them ! The
innkeeper muttered some salutation, and George just touched
his hat. Then they both passed on, and went into the house.

Unfortunately the plea of Marie's illness was in part cut from
under their feet by the appearance of Marie herself. George,

who had not as yet seen her, went up quickly to her, and with-

out saying a word, took her by the hand and held it. Marie
murmured some pretence at a salutation, but what she said was
heard by no one. When her uncle came to her and kissed her,

her hand was still grasped in that of George. All this had
taken place in the passage ; and before Michel's embrace was
over, Adrian Urmand was standing in the doorway looking on.

George, when he saw him, held tighter by the hand, and Marie
made no attempt to draw it away.

" What is the meaning of all this 1 " said Urmand, coming
up.

" Meaning of what ? " asked Michel.

r
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" I don't understand it—I don't understand it at all," said

Urmand.
" Don't understand what 1 " said Michel. The two lovers

were still holding each other's hands ; but Michel had not seen

it; or, seeing it, had not observed it.

"Am I to understand that Marie Bromar is betrothed to me,

or not 1 " demanded Adrian. " When I get an answer either

way, I shall know what to do." There was in this an assump-
tion of more spirit than had been expected on his part by his

enemies at the Lion d'Or.
" Why shouldn't you be betrothed to her?" said Michel."

" Of course you are betrothed to her ; but I don't see what is

the use of your talking so much about it."

" It is the first time I have said a word on the subject since

I've been here," said Urmand. Which was true ; but as Michel

was continually thinking of the betrothal, he imagined that

everybody was always talking to him of the matter.

Marie had now managed to get her hand free, and had re-

tired into the kitchen. Michel followed her, and stood medita-

tive, with his back to the large stove. As it happened, tbere

was no one else present there at the moment.
" Tell him to go back to Basle," whispered Marie to her un-

cle. Michel only shook his head and groaned.
" I don't think I am at all well-treated here among you,"

said Adrian Urmand to George as soon as they were alone.

" Any special friendship from me you can hardly expect,"

said George. " As to my father and the rest of them, if they

ill-treat you, I suppose you had better leave them."
" I won't put up with ill-treatment from anybody. It's not

what I'm used to."

" Look here, M. Urmand," said George. '• I quite admit you

have been badly used ; and, on the part of the family, I am
ready to apologize,"

" I don't want any apology."
" What do you want, M. Urmand ?"

"I want—I want Never mind what I want. It is from

your father that I shall demand it, not from you. I shall take

care to see myself righted. I know the French law as well as

the Swiss."

"If you're talking of law, you had better go back to Basle

and get a lawyer," said George.
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There had been no word spoken of George returning to Col-

maron that morning. He had told his father that he had brought
nothing with him but what he had on ; and in truth when he
left Colmar he had not looked forward to any welcome which
would induce him to remain at Granpere. But the course of

things had been different from that which he had expected.

—

He was much too good a general to think of returning now,
aud he had friends in the house who knew how to supply him
with what was most necessary to him. Nobody had asked him to

stay. His father had not uttered a word of welcome. But he
did sta)", and Michel would have been very much surprised in-

deed if he had heard that he had gone. The man in the stable

had ventured to suggest that the old mare would not be wanted
to go over the mountain that day. To this George assented,

and made special request that the old mare might receive gentle

treatment.

And so the day passed away. Marie, who had recovered lier

health, was busy as usual about the house. George and Ur-

mand, though they did not associate, were rarely long out of

each other's sight ; and neither the one nor the other found

much opportunity for pressing his suit. George probably felt

that there was not much need to do so, and Urmand must
have known that any pressing of his suit in the ordinary way
would be of no avail. The innkeeper tried to make work for

himself about the place, had the carriages out and washed, in-

spected the horses, and gave orders as to the future slaughter

of certain pigs. Everybody about the house, nevertheless,

down to the smallest boy attached to the inn, knew that the

landlord's mind was pre -occupied with the love affairs of those

two men. There was hardly an inhabitant of Granpere who
did not understand what was going on ; and, had it been the

custom of the place to make bets on such matters, very long

odds would have been wanted before any one would have backed

Adrian Urmand. And yet two days ago he was considered to

be sure of the prize. M. le Cur^ Goudin was a good deal at

the hotel during the day, and perhaps he was the staunchest

supporter of the Swiss aspirant. He endeavoured to support

Madame Voss, having that strong dislike to yield an inch in

practice or in doctrine, which is indicative of his order. He
strove hard to make Madame Voss understand that, if only she

K
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would be firm and cause her husband to be firm also, Marit
would of course yield at last. " I have ever so many young
women just in the same way," said the Cure, " and you would
have thought they were going to break their hearts ; but as

soon as ever they have been married, they have forgotten all

that. Madame Voss would have been quite contented to com
ply with the priest's counsel, could she have seen the way with

her husband. Bat it had become almost manifest even to her,

with the Cur6 to support her, that the star of Adrian Urmand
was on the wane. She felt from every word that Marie spoke

to her, that Marie herself was confident of success. And it

may be said of Madame Voss, that although she had been forced

by Michel into a kind of enthusiasm on behalf of the Swiss

marriage, she had no very eager wishes of her own on the sub-

ject. Marie was her own niece and was dear to her ; but the

girl was sure of a well-to-ao husband whichever way the war
went ; and what aunt need desire more for her most favourite

niece than a well-to do husband 1

The day went by, and the supper was eaten^ and the cigars

were smcked, and then they all went to bed. But nothing

more had been settled. That obstinate young man, M. Adrian
Urmand, though he had talked of his lawyer, had said not a
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CHAPTER XX.
Qbd

,T is probable that all those concerned in the matter who
slept at the Lion d'Or that niglit made up their minds that

on the following day the powers of the establishment must

come to some decision. It was not right that a young woman
should have to live in the house with two favoured lovers ; nor,

as regarded the young men, was it right that they should be

allowed to go on glaring it each other. Both Michel and
Madame Voss feared that they would do more than glare, see-

ing that they were so like two dogs with one bone between

them, who, in such an emergency, will generally tight. Urmand
himself was quite alive to the necessity of putting an end to his

present exceptionally disagreeable position. He was very an-

gry; very angry naturally with Marie, who had, he thought,

treated him villanously. Why had she made that little soft,

languid promise to him when he was last at Granpere, if she

had not then loved him 1 And of course he was angry with

George Voss. What unsuccessful lover fails of being angry

with his happy rival ? And then George had behaved with out-

rageous impropriety. Urmand was beginning now to have a

clear insight of the circumstances. George and Marie had been

lovers, and then George, having been sent away, had forgotten

his love for a year or more. But when the girl liadbeon accom-

modated with another lover, then he thrust i)imself forward

and disturbed everybody's arrangements ! No conduct could

have been worse than this. But, n(;vertheless, Urmand's anger

was the hottest against Michel Voss himself. Had he been

left alone at Basle, had he been cJlovved to receive Marie's let-

ter, and act upon it in accordance with his own judgment, he

would never have made himself ridiculous by appearing at

Granpere as a discomfited lover. But the innkeeper had come
and dragged him away from home, had misrepresented every-

thing, had carried him away, as it were by force, to the scene (»f

his disgrace, and now—threw him over ! He, at any rate, he
Michel Voss, should, as Adrian Urmand felt very bitterly, have

ti

t
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been true and constant ; but Michel, whose face could not lie,

whatever his words might do, was clearly as anxious to be rid

of his young friend as were any of the others in the hotel. Ur-

mand jfiimself would have been very glad to be back at Basle.

He had come to regard any further connection with the inn at

Granpere as extremely undesirable. The Voss family was low.

He had found that out during his present visit. But how was

he to ^et away, and not look, as he was going, like a dog with

his tail between his legs? He had so clear a right to demand
Marie's hand, that he could not bring himself to bear to be

robbed of his claim. And yet he had come to perceive how
very foolish such a marriage would be. He had been told that

he could do better. Of course he could do better. But how
could he be rid of his bargain without submitting to ill-treat-

ment 1 If Michel had not come and fetched him away from his

home the ill-treatment would have been by comparison slight,

and of that normal kind to which young men are accustomed.

But to be^brought over to the house, and then to be deserted by

everybody in the house? How, oh, how, was he to get out of

the house ? Such were his reflections as he sat solitary in the

long public room drinking his coffee, and eating an omelet, with

which Peter Veque had supplied him, but which had in truth

been cooked for him very carefully by Marie Bromar herself.

—

In her present frame of mind Marie would have cooked orto-

lans for him, had he wished for them.

And while Urmand was eating his omelet and thinking of

his wrongs, Michel Voss and his son were standing together at

the stable door. Michel had been there some time before his

atm had joined him, and when George came up to him he put

flot his hand almost furtively. George grasped it instantly,

mud then there came a tear intn the innkeeper's eye. " I have

TvroHight you a little of that tobacco we were talking of," said

George, taking a small packet out of his pocket.
" Thank ye, George ; thank ye ; but it does not much matter

now what I smoke. Things are going wrong, and I don't get

satisfaction out of anything."

"Don't say that, father."

" How can I help saying it ? Look at that fellow up there.

What am I to do with him ? What am I to say to him ? He
means to stay there till he gets his wife."
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" He'll never get a wife here, if he stays till the house falls

on him.
" I can see that now. But what am I to say to him ? How

am I to get rid of him 1 There is no denying, you know, that

he has been treated badly among us."

" Would he take a little money, father?"
" No. He's not so bad as that."

" I should not have thought so ; only he talked to me about

his lawyer."

"Ah ;—he did that in his anger. By George, if I was in hia

position I should try and raise the very Devil. But don't talk

of giviiig him money, George. He is not bad in that way."

"He shouldn't have said anything about his lawyer."
'* You wait till you're placed as he is, and you'll find that

you'll say anything that comes uppermost. But what are we
to do with him, George 1

"

Then the matter was discussed in the utmost confidence, and
in all its bearings. George offered to have a carriage and a

pair of horses got ready for Remiremont, and then to tell the

young man that he was expected to get into it and go away

;

but Michel felt that there must be some more ceremonious

treatment than that. George then suggested that the Cure

should give the message, but Michel again objected. The mes-

t \ he felt, must be given by himself The doing this would

be very bitter to him, because it would be necessary that he

should humble himself before the scented shiny head of the

little man ; but Michel knew that it must be so. Urmand had

been undoubtedly ill-treated among them, and the apology for

that ill-treatment must be made by the chief of the family him-

self " I suppose I might as well go to him alone," said Michel

groaning.

"Well, yes; I should say so," replied his son. " Soonest be-

gun, soonest over ;—and I suppose I might as well order the

horses."

To this latter suggestion the father made no reply, but went

slowly into the house. He turned for a moment into Marie's

little office, and stood there hesitating whether he would tell

her his mission. As she was to be made happy, why sliould

she not know it 1
"

" You two have got the better of me among you," he said.

"Which two. Uncle Michel 'I

"
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" Which two ? Why, you and George. And what I'm to

do with the gcmtleman upstairs, it passes me to think. Thank
heaven, it will be a great many years before Flos wants a hus-

band."

Flos was the little daughter up-stairs, who was as yet no more
than five years' old.

" I hope, Uncle Michel, you'll never have anybody else as

naughty and troublesome as I have been," said Marie, pressing

close to hi in. She was indescribably happy. She was to be

save- ''•' m the lover whom she did not want. She was to

have . lo I-' whom she did want. And, over and above all

this, a rlrit v^ ^:ind feeling and full sympathy existed once

more between iier and her dear friend. As she offered no ad-

vice in regard to the disposal of the gentleman upstairs, Michel

was obliged to go upon his painful duty, trusting to his own
wit.

In the long room upstairs he found Adrian CJrmand sitting

at the closed window, looking out at the ducks who were pad-

dling in fi temporary pool made by the late rains. He had been
painfully in want of something to do,—so much so that he had
more than once resolved to put his things into his bag, and
leave the house without saying a word of farewell to any one.

Had there been any means for him to escape from Granpere
without saying a word, he would have done so. But at Gran-

pere there was no railway, and the only public conveyance in

and out of the place started from the door of the Lion d'Or ;

—

started every morning with much ceremony, so that it was im-

possible for him to ily unobserved. There he was, watching
the ducks, when Michel entered the room, and very much dis-

posed to quarrel with any one who approached him.
" I'm afraid you find it rather dull here," said Michel, be-

ginning the conversation.

"It is dull; very dull indeed."

"That is the worst of it. We are dull people here in the

country. We have not the distractions which you town-folk

can always find. There's not much to do, and nothing to look

at."

"Very little to look at, that's worth the trouble of looking,"

said Urmand.
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young man in his wrath, and with a full conviction of what was
coming upon him, had intended to include liis betrothed in tlie

catalogue of things of Granpere not worthy of inspection. But
Michel Voss did not at all follow him s-o far as that.

" I never saw such a place," continued Urmand. " There isn't

a soul even to play a game of billiards with."

Now Michel Voss, although for a purpose he had been wil-

ling to make little of his own village, did in truth consider that

Granpere was at any rate as good a place to live in as Basle.

—

And he felt that though he might abuse Granpere, it was ver}''

uncourteous in Adrian Urmand to do so, " I don't think much
of playing billiards in the morning, I must own," said he.

" I dare say not," said Urmand, still looking at the ducks.

Michel had made no progress as yet, so \e sat down and
scratched his head. The more he thought v> i' the larger the

difficulty seemed to be. He was quite aw re m, ,v that it was
his own unfortunate journey to Basle which had brought so

heavy a burden on him. It w\as as j'et no more than three or

four days since he had taken upon himself lo assure the young
man that he, by his own authority, v aid make everything

right ; and now he was forced to acknowledge that everything

was wrong. " M. Urmand," he saiil at last, " it has been a very

great grief to me, a very great grief indeed, that you should

have found things so uncomfortable."

What things do you mean 1
" said Urmand.

Well ;—everything ;—about Marie, you know. When I

went over to Basle the other day, I didn't think how it was
going to turn out. I didn't indeed."

" And how is it going to turn out 1
"

" I can't make the young woman consent, you know," said

the innkeeper.
" Let me tell you, M. Voss, that I would'nt have the young

woman, as you call her, if she consented ever so much. She
has disgraced me."

To this Michel listened with perfect equanimity.
" She has disgraced you."

At hearing this Michel bit his lips, telling himself, however,

tliat there had been mistakes made, and that he was bound to

bear a good deal.

11

«
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«( And she has disgraced horself," said Adrian Urmand, with

idl thc! emphasis that he had at command.
*' I deny it," said Marie's uncle, coming close up to his oppo-

nent and standing before him. " I deny it. It is not true.

—

That shall not be said in my hearing, even by you."
" But 1 do say it. She has disgraced herself. Did she not

give me her troth, when all the time she intended to marry
another man 1

"

" No ! She did nothing of the kind. And look here, my
friend, if you wish to be treated like a man in this house, you
had better not say anything against any of the women who live

in it. You may abuse me as much as you please,—and George
too, if it will do you any good. There have been mistakes

made, and we owe you something.

'

'' By heavens, yes
;
you do."

" But you shan't take it out in saying anything against Marie
Bromar,—not in my hearing."

" Why ;—what will you do 1
"

•'Don't drive me to do anything, M. Urmand. If there is

any compensation possible
"

" Of course there must be compensation."

"What is it you will take 1 Is it money 1
"

" Money
;
—no. Ak. jr money, I'm better oft' than any of

you."
^" What is it, then 1 You don't want the girl herself 1

"

"No ;—certainly not. I would not take her if she came and
knelt to me."

" AVhat can we do, then'? If you will only say."
" I want—I want—I don't know what I want. 1 have

been cruelly ill-used, and made a fool of before everybody. I

never heard of such a case before ;—never. And I have been

so generous and honest to you ! I did not ask for a franc of

dot; and now you come and offer me money." I don't think

any man ever was so badly used anywhere." And on saying

this Adrian Urmand in very truth burst into tears.

The innkeeper's heart was melted at once. It was all to

true ? Between them they had treated him very badly. But
then there had been so many unfortunate and unavoidable mis-

takes ! When the young man talked of compensation, what was
Michel Voss to think ? His son had been led into exactly the
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same error. Nevertheless, he repented liiniself bitterly in that

he had said anything about money, and was prepared to make
the most abject apologies. Adrian Urmand had fallen into a
chair, and Michel Voss came and seated himself close beside

him.
" I beg your pardon, Urmand ; 1 do indeed. 1 ought not to

have mentioned money. But when you spoke of compensa-
tion

"

" It wasn't that. It wasn't that. It's my feelings !

"

Then the white cambric handkerchief was taken out and wiu>

used with considerable vehemence.
From that moment the innkeeper's goodwill towards Urmand

returned, though of course he was quite aware that there was

no place for him in that family.
" If there is anything I can do, I will do it," said Michel pi-

teously. " It has been unfortunate. I know it has been very

unfortunate. But we didn't mean to be untrue."
" If you had only left me alone when I was at home!" said

the unfortunate young man, who was still sobbing bitterly.

They two remained in the long room together for a consider-

able time, during all of which Michel Voss was as gentle as

though Urmand had been a child. Nor did the poor rejected

lover again have recourse to any violence of abuse, though he

would over and over again repeat his opinion that surely, since

lovers were first known in the world, and betrothals of mar-

riage first made, no one had ever been so ill-used as was he.

—

It soon became clear to Michel that his great grief did not come
from the loss of his wife, but from the feeling that everybody

would know that he had been ill-used. There wasn't a shop-

keeper in his own town, he said, who hadn't heard of his

approaching marriage. And what was he to say when he went
back?

"Just say that you found us so rough and rustic," said

Michel Voss.

But Urmand knew well that no such saying on his part

would be believed.
" I think I shall go to Lyons," said he, " and stay there for six

months. What's the business to me 1 I don't care for the busi-

ness."

There they sat all the morning. Two or three times Peter
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Veqiie opened the door, peeped in at them, and then brought
down word that the conference was still going on.

'' The master is sitting just over him like," said Peter, "and
they're as close and loving as birds."

Marie listened, and said not a word to any one. George
had made two or three little attempts during the morning to

entice her into some lover-like privacy. But Marie would not
be enticed. The man to whom she was betrothed was still in

the house ; and, though she was quite secure that the betrothals

would noy be absolutely annulled, still she would not actually

entertain another lover till this was done.

At length the door of the long room was opened, and the two
men came out. Adrian Urmand, who was the first to be seen

in the passage, went at once to his bed room, and then Michel
descended to the little parlour. Marie was at the moment
sitting on her stool of authority in the office, from whence she

could hear what was said in the parlour. Satisfied with this,

she did not come down from her seat. In the parlour were
Madame Voss and the Cur6, and George, who had seen his

fatlier from the front door, at once joined them.

"Well," said Madame Voss, " how is it to be 1
"

"I've arranged that we're to have a little pic-nic up to the

ravine to-morrow," said Michel.
"A pic-nic ! " said the Curd.
" I'm all for a pic-nic," said George.

"A pic-nic !" said Madame Voss, " and the ground as wet as

a sop, and the wind from the mountains enough to cut one in

two."
" Never mind about the wind. We'll take coats and umbrel-

las. It's better to have some kind

recover himself."

Marie, as she heard all this, made up her mind that if any
possible store of provisions packed in hampers could biing her

late lover round to equanimity, no efforts on her part should be

wanting. She would pack up cold chickens and champagne
bottles with the greatest pleasure, and would eat her dinner

sitting on a rock, even though the wind from the mountains

should cut her in two.
" And so it's all to end in a pic-nic," said M. le Curd, with

evident disgust.

of an outing, and then he'll
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It appeared from Micliol's description of what had taken

place during that very long interview that Adrian IJrmand had
at last bocomo quite gentle and confid«!utial. In what way
could he be let down the most easily? That was the question

for the answering which these two heads were kept together in

conference so long. How couhl it be made to appear that the

betrothal had been annulled by mutual consent 1 At laat the

happy idea of a picnic occurred to Michel himself. " T never
thought about the time of the year," he said ; '"but when friends

are here and we want to do our best for them, we always take

them to the ravine, and have dinners on the rocks." It had
seemed to him, and as he declared to Urmand also, that if

something like a jubilee could be got up before the young
man's departure, it would appear as though there could not

liave been much disappointment.
" We shall all catch our death of cold," said Madame Voss.
" We needn't stay long, you know," said Michel. " And,

Marie," said he, going into the little office in which his niece

was still seated, "Marie, mind you behave yourself."

"Oh, I will, Uncle Michel," she said. "You shall see."

Lma,MgiiH^
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CHAPTER XXI.

I
HEY all sat down together at supper that evening, Marie

dispensing her soup as Ubuil before she vrent to the table.

She sat next to her uncle on one side, and below her there

were vacant seats. Urmand took a chair on the left hand of

Madame Voss, next to him was the Cur6, and below the Cur6
the happy rival. It had all be^n arranged by Marie herself,

with the greatest care. Urmand seemed to have got over the

worst of his trouble, and when Marie came to the table bowed
to her graciously. She bowed in return^ and then ate her soup

in silence. Michel Voss overdid his part a little by too much
talking, but his wife restored the balance by her prudence.

—

George told them how strong the French party was at Co)mar,

and explained that the Germans had not a leg to stand upon
as far as general opinion went. Before the supper was over

Adrian Urmand was talking glibly enough ; and it really seemed
OS though the terrible misfortunes of the Lion d'Or would ar-

range themselves comfortably after all. When supper was
done the father, son, and th{; discarded lover smoked their pipes

together amicably in the billiard room. There was not a word
said then by either of them in connection with Marie
Bromar.
On the next morning the sun was bright and the air was so

warm as it ever is in October. The day perhaps might not

have been selected for an out-of-doors party had there been no
special reason for such an arrangement; but seeing how otrong

a reason existed, even Madame Voss acknowledged that the

morning was favourable. While those pipes of peace were
smoked over night Marie had been preparing the hampers. On
the next morning nobody except Marie herself was very early.

It was intended that the day should be got through at any rate

with a pretence of pleasure, and they were all to be as idle, and
genteel, and agreeable as possible. It had been settled that

they should start at twelve. The drive unfortunately would
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not consume much more than half an hour. Then what with un-

packing, climbing about the rocks, and throwing stones down
into the river, they would get through the time till two. At
two they would eat their dinner—with all their shawls and
great coats around them—then smoke their cigars, and come
back when they found it impossible to drag out the day any
longer. Marie was not to talk to George, and was to be speci-

ally courteous to M. Urmand. The two old ladies accompanied
them, as did also M. le Cur6 Goudin. The programme for the

day did not seem to be very delightful : but it appeared to

Michel Voss that in this way better than in any other could

some little halo be thrown over the parting hours of poor Adrian
Urmand.

Everything went as well as could have been anticipated.

—

They managed to delay their departure till nearly half-past

twelve, and were so lost in wonder at the quantity of water
running down the fall in the ravine, that there had hardly been
any heaviness of time when they seated themselves on the rocks

at half-past two.

**Now for the business of the day," said Michel, as, standing

up, he plunged a knife and fork into a large pie which he had
placed on a boulder before him. " Marie has got no soup for

us here, so we must begin with the solids at once." Soon after

that one cork might have been heard to fly, and then another,

and no stranger looking on would have believed how dreadful

had been the enmity existing on the previous day—or, indeed,

how great a cause for enmity there had been. Michel himself

was very hilarious. If he could only obliterate in any way the evil

which he had certainly inflicted on that unfortunate young man

!

'* Urmand, my friend, another glass of wine. George, fill our

friend Urmand's glass ; not so quickly, George, not so quickly
;

you give him nothing but the froth. Adrian Urmand,
your very good health. May you always be a happy and
successful man." So saying Midiel Voss drained his own
tumbler.

Urmand at the moment was seated in a niche among the

rocks, in which a cushion out of the carriage had been placed

for his special accommodation. Indeed every comfort and
luxury had been showered upon his head to compensate him for

his lost bride. This was the third time that he had been by

'.(
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name invited to drink his wine, and three times he iiad obeyed.

Now feeling himself to be summoned in a very peculiar way

—

feeling also, perhaps, that that which might have made others

drunk had made him bold, he extricated himself from his

niche, and stood upon his legs among the rocks. He stood

upon his legs among the rocks, and with a graceful movement
of his arm waved the glass above his head.

"We are delighted to have you here among us, my friend,"

said Michel Voss, who also, perhaps had been made bold. Ma-
dame Voss, who was close to her husband, pulled him by' the

sleeve. Then he seated himself, but Adrian Urmand was left

standing among them.

"My friend," said he, "and you, Madame Voss, particularly,

I feel particularly obliged to you for this charming entertain-

ment." Then the innkeeper cheered his guest, whereupon
Madame Voss pulled her husband's sleeve harder than
before.

" I am indeed," continued Urmand. " The best thing will

be," said he, "to make a clean breast of it at once. You all

know why I came here,—and you all know how I'm going

back." At this moment his voice faltered a little, and he al-

most sobbed. Both the old ladies immediately put their hand-

kerchiefs to their eyes. Marie blushed and turned away her

face on to her uncle's shoulder. Madame Voss remained im-

movable. She dreaded greatly any symptoms of that courage

which follows the flying of corks. In truth, however, she had
nothing now to fear. " Of course I feel it a little," continued

Adrian Urmand. " That is only natural. I suppose it was a

mistake ; but it has been rather trying to me. But I am ready

to forget and forgive, and that is all I've got to say." This

speech which astonished them all exceedingly remained un-

answered for some few moments, during which Urmand had
sunk back into his niche. Michel Voss v^as not ready-witted

enough to reply to his guest at the moment, and George was
aware that it would not be fitting for him, the triumphant

lover, to make any reply. He could hardly have spoken with-

out sho^^•ing his triumph. During this short interval no one

said a word, and Urmand endeavoured to asBumc a look of

gloomy dignity.
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But at last Michel Voss got upon his legs, his wife giving

him various twitches on the sleeve as he did so. " I never
was so much affected in my life," said he, "and upon my word
I think that our excellent friend Adrian Urmand has behaved
as well in a trying difficulty as,— as,—as any man ever did.

—

I needn't say much about it, for we all know what it was.

—

And we all know that young women will be y<jung women, and
that they are very hard to manage." ''Don't Uncle Michel,"

said Marie in a whisper. But Michel was too bold to attend

either to whisperings or pullings of the sleeve and went on with
his speech. " There has been a slight mistake, but I hope sin-

cerely that everything has now been made right. Here is our
friend Adrian Urnumd's health, and 1 am ((uite sure that we
all hope that he may get an excellent, beautiful young wife,

with a good dowry, and that before long." Then he too sat

down, and till the ladies drank to the health and future for-

tunes of M. Adrian Urmand.
Upon the whole the rejected lover liked it. At any rate it

was better so than being alone and moody and despised of all

people. He would know now how to get away from Granpere
without having to plan a surreptitious escape. Of course he
had come out intending to be miserable, to be known as an ill-

used man who had been treated with an amount of cruelty sur-

passing all that had ever been told of in love histories. To
be depressed by the weight of the ill-usage which he had borne
was a part of the play which he had to act. But the play when
acted after this fashion had in it something of pleasing excite-

ment, and he felt assured that he was exhibiting dignity in

very adverse circumstances. George Voss was probably think-

ing ill of the young man all the while ; 1)ut every one else there

conceived that M. Urmand bore himself well under most try-

ing circumstances. After the banquet was over Marie ex-

pressed herself so much touched as almost to incur the jealousy

of her more fortunate lover. When the speeches were finished

the men made themselves happy with their cigars and wine till

Madame Voss declared that she was ah'jadv half-dead with the

cold and damp, and then they all returned to the inn in ex

cellent spirits. That which had made so bold both Michel

and his guest had not been allowed to havo any more extended
or more deleterious effect.

\ *
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On the next morning M. Urmanr! retanic i hoMe to Basle,

taking the public conveyance as far as Remiremont. Every-
body was up tr see him off, and Marie herself gave him his cup
of coifee at parting. It was pretty to see the mingled grace

and shame with which the little ceremony was per ormed.

—

She hardly said a word
; indeed what word she did say was

heard by no one ; but she crossed her hands on her breast, and
the gravest smile came over her face, and she turned her eyes

down to the ground, and if any one ever begged pardon with-

out a word spoken, Marie Bromar then asked Adrian Urmand
to pardon her the evil she had wrought upon him. " Oh, yes

;

—of course ;" he said. " It's all right. It's all right." Then
she gave him her hand, and said good-bye, and ran away up
into her room. Though she had got rid of one lover, not a

word had yet been said as to her uncle's acceptance of that

other lover on he: behalf; nor had n^ny words « more tender

been spoken between her and George than tijose with which
the reader has been made acquainted.

"And now," said George, as soon as the diligence had started

out of the yard.
" Well ;—and what now 1

" asked the father.

" I must be off to Colmar next."

^'Not to-day, George."
" Yes, to-day ;—or this evening at least. But I must settle

something first. Wha(. do you say, father ? " Michel Voss

stood for c vdiile with ?,».-; hands in his pockets and his head
turned away. " You '^>\..<v what I mean, father."

" Oh yes ; I know what you mean."
" I don't .suppose you'll say anything against it now."
'' It wouldn't be any good, I suppose, if I did," said Michel

crossing over the courtyard to the other part of the establish-

ment. He gave no further permission than this, but George
thought that so much was sufficient.

George did return to Colmar that evening, being in all mat-

ters of business a man accurate and resolute ; but he did not go

till he had been thoroughly scolded for his misconduct by
Marie Bromar. " It was your fault," said Marie. "Your fault

from beginning to end."
" It sha'l be if you say so," answered George ; "but I can't

'ii'j that i see it."
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** If a person goes away for more thai; twelve mojuhs and
nevei' sends a word or a message or a sign, what is a porson to

think, George \
" lie could only promise her that he would

never leave her again even for a month.

How they were manied in November, and how Madame
Faragun was brought over to Granpere with infinite trouble,

and how the household linen got itself marked at last,—with

a V instead of a U, tin- reader can understand without the nar-

ration of further details.
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THE END.
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